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THE DISCOVERY, 

•2 JPOJEMRT. 



Columbia, O my country ! could my lay 
Add but one wreath thy brow to decorate ; 
Could the proud verse my love to thee display, 
And the warm feelings of my heart dilate, 
In numbers arduous, fitting thy high state; 
Blest should I deem my lot, howe'er obscure, 
Nor feel of fortune the extremest weight ; 
Its heaviest frown the glorious hope would cure 
That her Bards' name might, with her own, endure* 

Descend from Heaven, O charifs* of the nine! 
Thou, who unveild'st, in floods of purest light, 
Enrapturing visions, beauteous, fair, divine, 
•To eyes else shrouded in an endless night, 
^is, who Achilles sung, of Gods the spite, [towetaj 
And lengthen'd warfare wag'd round Troy's rod 
And his, a twin- of melody and delight, 
Hymning thy primal scenes and nuptial bowers, 
Who for his garland pluck'd thy choicest fairest 
flowers, 

Oh, Eden! and his reverend temples crown'd. 
He, angel-finger'd, struck the thrilling Lyre 
And, whilst th' entrancing harmony of sound, 
For noblest themes, did noblest strains inspire, 
Sang of thy loss — of man — th' eternal sire — 
Though his dimm'd visual orbs, in darkness veil'd. 
No light endur'd, — within, an eye of fire, 
Glancing aloft, empyreal glories hail'd, 
And gaz'd, untam'd, where weaklier vision fail'd. 



8 AMERICAN LYRICS. 

Thou muse art still the same, though silent the^ 
Low in the earth, in death's deep slumbers lie, 
Ne'er to awaken more the godlike lav, 
Or know the song they sung shall never die. 
Still, O, propitious, hear a suppliant's cry! 
Warm with thy influence, let his numbers teem 
Melodious music! let each strain bear hiijh 
Thought and expression, suited the great theme, 
.>Such as Columbia's self may not unworthy deem. 

Fast, on my mind, the thronging visions blend 
Their varying forms. The past, the present flies 
Conunix'd. From chrystal seats, in silence, bend 
Ascended worthies, patriot, sage, and wise, 
Whejfe now, enthron'd, they sit; and, to my eyes, 
Unfolding wide, a glittering scroll displays 
Immortal deeds, which, as they crowding rise, 
Effulgence beam, and their concentred rays 
On my rapt soul imprint their own meridian blaze. 

Too bright had been that scroll, o'erpowering bright, 

And mortal orb benefith its view had quail'd, 

Had not supernal power confirm'd my sight, 

With strength superior, it had darkling fail'd 

In endless night, nor ever more had hail'd 

The lustred rising of the lord of day; 

But, plaintive, had like Eden's Bard bewail'd 

His glorious beams, that vainly round might play, 

With tears as true as his, not with so sweet a lay* 

See, where old Ocean's surging billows raise 
iter froth-capp'd waves, high struggling, to the wind, 
Distant and dimly seen, what meets the gaze, 
Like some delusive phantom of the mind, 
Or like those wavering images, that bind 
Our wiuidering senses to night's dreamy car, ,. 
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When, to the burden'd bosom ever kind, 

Soft slumbrous peace hath, blandly, sooth'd the jar 

Of life's sad turmoil and successless war! 

What might it be, that <fr'er the mai Jen waves, 
With fluttering canvass, fearless coursing sweeps 
The mountain surfs; the devious shoals that braves^ 
The untried horrors of those watery deeps, 
Where fell Destruction, ever Watchful, keeps 
Her awful court; where, mindful of its prey, 
The luring whirpool o'er its vortex sleeps, 
Deceptious, or, around the rocky way, 
Dashes aloft in air the rough and foamy spray? 

It is thy Barque, O, Spain! I, nearer, view 
Her streamy ensigns fluttering in the gale, 
And, from the toil-worn bosoms of her crew, 
I hear of discontent the piteous wail : 
Vixr from their homes and friends, thev fearful fail; 
Towards their loved country strain the streaming eye: 
While, from thy verdant shores, they press the sail 
In distant course, on thee, on thee, they cry : 
Nought answers to their plaints save threatening 
wave and sky. 

Yet, one alone of that despondent band, 
Unmov'd, sedate, composed, the storm can view; 
Born to control, and fitted to command, 
His breast nor harbour'd doubt nor terror knew, 
Nor blanch'd his manly cheek the pallid hue; 
As his slight Barque, now phi ng'd beneath the wav«, 
Now o'er its swelling tops, high lifted, flew, 
Serene his soul rcmain'd, unruffled, brave: 
He trusted in an aim that could the sinking save. 

Ye», he it is, that man of men renown'd* 
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True glory, O Philanthropy is thine ! 
Kindness to man, th' unfortunate to raise, 
Succouring the poor, the needy, nay in fine, 
Those graces numerous, which in man may shine, 
Springing from thee; and, he, whate'er control 
Life's grovelling passions claim, will still incline 
Before thy presence, whilst a burst of soul 
Hails thee, and from his tongue instinctive plaudits 
roll. 

Oh, may thy glorious temple ever stand ! 
Thy hallowed fane thy votaries here adorn 
With strength and beauty, in thine own fair land, • 
Land of the West ! with an eternal morn 
Round it shall flush the skies; the verdant lawn, 
With fragrant odour's dewy incense blent, 
Its gifts shall yield, the fairest of the dawn; 
And man, by no unholy feeling shent, 
Upon thy altars shall his incense due present. 

'Thou art true glory ! from thy placid eyes, 
Bearing a healing virtue in their gleam, 
Those richest jewels of the empyreal skies, 
Peace and good will to man, delighting beam, 
And to the care worn heart let in a stream 
Of Heaven's own consolation; wrinkled care 
His furrow'd front relaxes at thv smiles, 
Well pleas'd; and his stern visage fell Despair 
Of its wild, gloomy fierceness, sooth'd, the whiles, 
In thy bland presence charmingly beguiles. 

That principle, of virtuous minds innate, 
Which judgment sanctions, and which feeling knows, 
As it observes of man the mournful fate, 
Touch 'd by compassion's hand, unfeign'dly glows 
With honest anger; the soft tear that flows, 
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From the moist eye, for misery's sore distress, 
And, with its own, would ease the cunker'd woe* 
Of him, whom worldly fortune's frowns oppress, 
Sighs, when an evil chance denies the power to bless- 
As the affection of the eternal sire, 
From whom this universal being springs, 
With an enlarg'd, complectative desire, 
Takes in its wide embrace the sum of things* 
From meanest insect to thy first of kings, 
O, Earth, and, with its mighty power, sustain* 
Thy peopled orb, and, as it rapid wings 
Its circling course, through ether's, boundless plain*, 
Over unnumber'd worlds, with love upholding, reigns: 

80 in man's bosom, though denied the power 
Of operative action, rests the will, 
Like his, from whence it flow'd, a genial flower 
Of the same tree, which may no blasting ill 
Of life destroy? For every well known rill, 
Each scene of youth, love, first, with ardor burns, 
Friend, neighbor, country next its bosom All 
Its heart, at last, the universe inurns, 
Until it clasp its God, and, whence it came, returns. 

Such, O! Columbus, the desire that rose 
Within thy breast ! thy eager thought, inclined 
To mild benevolence, im passion 'd glows 
With ardent zeal of service of thy kind. 
Strong are the ties, the willing ties, which bifid 
Thee to thy species. Thy warm bosom feeds 
No feeble flame. Philanthropy, corabin'd 
With high ambition, on thy ardor leads [ous deeds! 
Fill'd with deep love for man, fraught with adventur- 

Long had that hero, in his mind, embraced 
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The thought, that Ocean in her bounds, remote 
From the old world, in the wild watery waste, 
As seers of ancient days had fondly wrote, 
Fair lands did hold, bright spicy islands float, 
Whose verdant hills and vallies emerald green 
Unknown* untrod of man, their charms devote 
To desolate profuseness; their bright sheen 
By mortal song unsung, by mortal eye unseen. 

To the fam'd East, were Luxury imparts 
Her choicest stores, her fabrics and her gold, 
Merchants resort. Fair India's numerous marts 
To Europe's wants their welcoming gates unfold 
For gainful barter: wearisome, of old, 
And distant far the routes those marts to gain. 
The eager trafficker, venturesome and bold, 
With many a care and many a doubtful pain, [main. 
Travers'd the burning sands and plough'd the watery 

Gorgeous and rich in polish'd marble, grae'd 
With domes that art's inimitable band, 
On sculptur'd pillars, o'er the watery waste, 
Hath pil'd majestic, at her high command, 
See, boast of commerce, far fam'd Venice stand 
In proud pre-eminence; whilst o'er the deep 
Her ardent sons, a bold and hardy band, 
With fearless hearts, their venturous tram'c keep 
And o'er their inland seas, in dauntless coursing 
sweep ! 

Mart of the world, unrivall'd lon.^, she bore 
In wealth and opulence the palm away; 
Fraught with their tribute, to her thronging shore, 
From every strand, the freighted galliots play, 
From the far Occident to the orient dav, 
With streamy ensigns fluttering o'er her tide; 
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A11I7B1 her harbor*, blent in bright array, 

The burden'd navies of old Afric ride, 

Whilst Europe's cross streams high by Asia's cresent 

* pride. 

To her, whose brow elate the lofty crown 
Of venturous emprize so long had worn, 
And, snatch 'd from Fame, her sceptre of renown, 
Through blooming Commerce's potency, had borne, 
(E'er longgof all her time gain'd greatness shorn,) 
The hero of the Ocean bent his way, 
To her, fair Queen of Waves, by desert torn 
From bright Amphitrite, a wreath to lay 
At her proud feet, crown of a brighter day. 

But ah, regardless of the glorious boon, 
The matchless mariner, with cold disdain, 
She undervaluing treats; departing soon, 
From thence to whence he sprung he hies again;- 
Genoa, fair votaress of the watery main, 
Receives the proffer'd offering of her son, 
(To tics of country nobly bound in vain,) 
But to reject. Imperishable honors, won 
By his bold hand, her brows shall never don. 

How long, in vain, the suppliant hero sued 
At various courts, with mighty thoughts inspir'dj, 
With native rhetoric divine imbued, 
Big with the theme that his rapt fancy fir'd, 
Whilst listening Kings his eloquence admrr'd* 
Though still incredulous, till Spain unfurl'd. 
Under his skilful hand, and soul untir'd, 
Her flowing sail and scepticism hurl'd 
From her dark throne, amaz'd to view a rising world, 

The high historic-Muse would fain pasn o'er; 
t 
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With sunken check and melancholy eye, 

He, from those £ates, whence long he had derived 

Fond drean»s of aid and expectation high, 

Pre pares again to other realms to fly, 

As more propitious to his great design, 

Yet doubting where he, suppliant, should apply 

To ears that should more seriously incline 

To second his fair wish and purposes divine. 

Oh poverty ! thou bane, thou sickly blight 
Of aspirations glorious even in thought, 
Of noblest souls the thrall, who shun the light, 
Since that thy palsying hand, with envy fraught, 
A dull inaction o'er their powers hath brought 
And slumberous lethargy, who else had sprung 
To the proud pinacle of Fame, and caught 
Thence the fair wreaths she on her fane hath flung, 
Surpassing all that's done, excelling all that's sung. 

Eight long, eight weary years of hope defer'd 
And expectation, patient of delay, 
He lingering tarried ; prayers of succor, heard 
With cold indifference, gave no lingering ray 
To cheer his soul. Alas the fatal day 
Has come that fills his manly heart with woe: 
Thou heard'st him not : and, far from thee away 
O, Spain, reluctant, is he doom'd to go, 
Whose worth thou wilt not own, whose worth thou 
wilt not know ! 

Sad, he departs, hopeless, unfriended, bent 
With woe, and mark'd with many a furrow'd care, 
That, deep imprinted on his visage, lent 
A sterner cast to features else most rare, 
A graver touch to lines that weighty were 
With saddea'd majesty ; yet heav'd no sigh 
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His indignant bosom: buried, tongueless, there, 

His wounded feelings utter forth no cry, 

And anguish'd sorrow leaves his burning eyelids dry. 

He goes. But O, with quick with rapid rein, 
Spurring their foaming coursers to the height 
Of speed, light messengers of joy again 
Recal his steps, remeasur'd with delight, 
To bless, with gracious smiles, his raptur'd sight 
From that fair face on which his fate depends, 
Beaming approving welcome, angel bright, 
To make for all her past neglect amends, 
And Isabella's nod hath circled him with friends. 

Oh joyous ebbing of the refluent tide 
Of Fortune ! Will she now at length repay 
His toils, his sufferings from th' unbending prido 
Of ignorance and bigotry, that block'd the way, 
Where truth would beam conviction in its ray, 
And force applause, acknowledgment of worth, 
From minds that, like his own, confess'd the sway 
Of glorious deeds and struggled with the birth 
Of high ambitious zeal to bless the expectant earth? 

Yes truth prevails ! and expectation waits 
Alert and eager! Now, no longer cheek'd 
By doubting cavils or by dull debates, 
He meets the flattering tribute of respect 
Due his high worth, where erst he felt neglect ; 
And, with the pride of conscious merit bold 
And granted freedom, eloquent and correct, 
Doth he once more his daring views unfold 
And from his manly lips persuasive accents roll'd. 

How throngs thy wharves, then, Palos, as that band 
Of venturous souls unfurl their fluttering sail, 

B 
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To seek o'er Ocean's boands, the promis'd land, 

Whilst wide their bellying canvass woos the gales, 

Though weeping friendship fearfully bewails 

Their doubtful fate and sighs a last farewell, 

Yet of those noble crews no spirit quails 

With recreant fear, but in their bosoms dwell [swell. 

Proud hopes of high renown that those brave bosoms 

Adieu! they cry, O, Spain, a warm adieu! 
Our lasting love remains, fair soil, with thee ; 
But, from the lovely scenes that childhood knew, 
We try the unknown dangers of the sea, 
Where Glory courts, whose circlet bright shall be 
The vast reward to crown our toils and cares. 
Farewell ! We go where beckoning Destiny, 
With opening arms unfolding wide, prepares 
That fame, which deathless praise on her high fore- 
head wears. 

O'er the blue waves, that to the favoring breeze. 
In gentle ripplings, undulating, play 
Around their keels, with manly joy, they seize 
The rising winds that speed them on their way ; 
With spreading convass, boldly to essay 
Their venturous course; and, trusting to the wind, 
O'er Ocean surfs, they towards the orient day 
Their flowing sails unbend, and, unconfin'd, [hind. 
They fly: Spain's lessening coast receding far be- 
Now nought of land, now nought around appear* 
Save the wide Ocean's boundless, trackless deeps, 
Save the blue concave arch of heaven, that wears 
A placid smile, whilst, towering upwards, sweeps 
The increasing swell, which now no longer sleeps 
In gentle quiet, but, with loftier pride, 
Life up ambitiously its mountain heaps 



AMERICAN LYRICS* 21 

To heights that still its efforts vain deride, 

And may with naught below pre-eminence divide. 

Fast, with the rising gales they onward speed 
Their daring way ; and, reckless of the coil 
Of billowy storms, their hardy bosoms heed 
No threatening ills. InurM to manly toil, 
Though round them, dark, the angry surges boil 
With furious lashings, calm, the pilot views 
The strife of waves, that threatens to despoil 
Their dreams of hope; he, whilst his words infuse 
Fresh vigor, with his cheering looks, their zeal re- 
news. 

The storm is hush'd. Day after day they wend 
Their devious route; till off the spicy Isles 
Of Southern Afric's burning coast they bend 
Their way. There, anxious, lingering doubt beguiles 
Their stay not long. Propitious on them smiles 
The bright God, o'er the deep cerulean blue, 
With beams of hope, which fear's dark train despoils 
Of half its terrors, and the repining crew, [renew. 
With fresh and vigorous souls, their onward course 

A last farewell to land ! No more their eyes 
The rising hill or mainland cliff discern. 
On every side the prospect boundless lies, 
A watery waste, where'er they gazing turn 
The wishful look. Their impetuous feelings spurn 
The dull monotony that reigns around ; 
And, with impatient fires, their bosoms burn 
To tread upon that fairy fancied ground, 
As yet but in imagination's picturings found. 

Now seizes on that crew, on ocean tost, 
Far on the wilds of trackless waters borne, 
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Fearful disquietude. All patience lost, 

And hope of land, at length they, pining, mourn, 

While thoughts of home within their bosoms bur» 

With anguish'd fondness. Fancy's sombre rays 

Imagination borrows, anxl return 

Or onward bearing fearfully displays, 

Ominous. Dark Doubt their wonted powers betrays. 

Not so their chieftain. He, with steadfast mind, 
Though by their clamours much disturbed, directs 
Their onward course, by doubt nor fear iuclin'd 
From his high bent to deviate ; nor neglects 
Their various wants> but their loud murmuring check* 
By due coercion, and, in accents high 
Of eloquence, on him, whose arm protects 
This universal being, to rely [his eye. 

Persuades, supported by his strength and followed by 

And still their course is onward. But man's heart 
Breasts not so boldly, or with equal zeal, 
A threatening destiny, when urg'd apart 
From the world's eye; his bosom fails to feel 
That bounding ardour, which the hrandish'd steel 
And thundering sounds of battle raise within 
Him, conscious of observancy. The peal, 
The death-shock him appal not, like the din 
Of watery glooms, confus'd, that lonely shut him in. 

To die unknown ! — to sink unnotic ( d ! deep 
Embowell'd, in the bottom-lacking seas, 
To lie forgotten ! — In an eternal sleep, 
To waste away, oblivious! Thoughts like these 
Strike ou the soul a chilling damp, and freeze 
The vital current, till its pulses creep 
Their lcy-channel'd tubes, in horror, through, 
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Shuddering. The gushing founts refuse to steep 
The withering powers or courage to renew. 

Thee, likewise, did not then such thoughts invade, 
High minded Chieftain? did no fear intrude, 
To mar thy confidence in heavenly aid ? 
Divine protection 1 None ! Though clamours rude 
Of mutter'd vengeance impiously pursued 
Thy steps; thy ears with mutinous despair 
Their stifled execrations ; thou, endued 
With more than mortal firmness, matchless, rare, 
Smil'd at their lowering threats, nor yielded to des- 
pair. 

And many a fond excuse that hero prest, 
And many a reason specious, to uphold 
Their flagging virtue, why the promis'd west 
Delay 'd to bless their vision, and unfold 
Its sanctuary realms, where marts of gold, 
With varied wealth, should all their toils repay 
And Fame their emprise perilous and bold 
On her high altars should escutcheon'd lay 
For emulous Bards to sing, for poesy's bright essay. 

All will not do. Their ears are deaf. They turn 
Away unmov'd, listless, regardless,. fill 'd 
With dread dismay, despondent, and they burn 
With one desire alone, all others chill'd ; 
Fond dreams of home their labouring bosoms gild 
With all the richness Memory on them throws 
Of lost delights, where love and friendship build 
Their rosy bowers, far distant, and disclose, 
Peaceful and bland, their scenes bright contrast to 
their woes. 

Their prows they wish to turn. Not so their chief. 
But, tender to their woes, he yields accord 

B2 
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So far, that should the third days dawn relief 
Bring not or land present firm then his word 
To their desires stands plighted to afford 
Willing affirmance; for his prescient mind 
Sure signs had mark'd, where gaily oft on board 
Wanton the land-bird, carroling, iuclin'd, [wind. 

And odorous scents came oft, rich blended with the 

Tir'd with long vigils, on his couch of sleep, 
At length, the hero sinks. The balmy dews 
Of renovating slumber press and steep 

His senses in forgetfulness t' infuse 

" ___ 

Their holiest influence o'er him. To lose 
Remembrance of all ills he seems; to view 
With the mind's eye, still wakeful, and peruse 
The glories of the future, whilst a hue 
Of brighter radiance o'er the passing scenes his be- 
atific visions threw. 

On a high mountain's gently sloping side, 
He seems, at ease reclin'd, to gazing lie, 
Where the broad prospect, spreading far and wide, 
Under the influence of a genial sky, 
Breaks rich and varied on his 'raptured eye, 
In all the sheen of Nature's crescent bloom, 
Luxuriant ; spicy gales around him fly 
Breathing in odour; sweetly they relume 
His wearied senses and the ambient air impregn with 
sweet perfume. 

Whilst with his eye he scans the lovely scene, 
Transported, sudden, from heaven's azure height, 
Decending swiftly, with its snowy sheen 
In spiral wreaths, upon his wondering sight, 
An airy mist condens'd, of living light, 
Around him spreads and to his view displays 
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A form divine, inimitably bright, 
Clad in the richness of the solar ray's 
Concentred splendour, brighter than the days. 



J 



Fair from his shoulders, wrought in richest d\#* 
Of the deep azure, the cerulean blue, 
In wreathy folds, breeze borne, his mantle flies 
Light on the air ; and where the changing hue, 
Deepens to purple, glittering to the view, 
Bright starry points of silvery polish beam 
Radiant: such tints ne'er mirror'd chrystal knew, 
Nor purest iount gave back, nor refluent stream 
When Sol, reflected, shone from forth their quivering 
gleam. 

One arm that mantles' ample folds restrain'd, 
Majestically graceful ; and, cnnfiii'd, 
His form around enveloping, detain'd : 
What loose remain'd play'd sportive on the wind : 
And, where beheld, in dazzling whiteness shin'd 
His polish'd limbs, — the chisel'd sculpture, fair 
They excelling sham'd. For, lagging far behind, 
The alabaster smooth and ivory rare 
Might not with their superi'mr grace compare. 

Light on the air his argent pinions play 
Jn tremulous motion, fringed with buruish'd gold, 
(As when, reflecled from the source of day, 
His quivering beams an ermin'd cloud infold,) 
Soft waving, they his matchless form uphold 
In buoyancy of lightness, and, around, 
And underneath his feet, the light wreaths roll'd 
Of purest mist, and from the verdant ground 
Sustained; morn's bright and lucid star his beamy 
forehead crown'd. 

Abash'd, the hero views. Himself he rears, 
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Aw'd, from his couch, in act the knee to bend 
In adoration : But, forthwith, he hears 
n tones melliffluous, new delights that lend, 
►land as the music which the spheres attend, 
Hro*»elf accosted, whilst his glowing breast 
High swells, where joys unutterable contend 
With varied potency, and,absorb'd, confess'd [dres'd* 
Bliss paramount, as the voice his listening ear ad* 

Favour'd of heaven, all hail ! Hail, chief, renown 'd 
In the bright annals of perennial Fame ; [crown'd 
Hail, whom the fates with deathless wreaths have 
Of true desert unfading, and whose name, 
To latest ages, shall e'er feed a flame 
Of sainted veneration, hail"! I come 
A messenger to greet thee, and proclaim 
Thy vows accepted, and the glorious doom 
Which shall thy name fore'er snatch from the envi- 
ous tomb. 

Bend not to me ! Forbear ! Thy fellow I, 
Save in this guise, thy like, and, one our sire, 
By whom commission'd, from th' empyreal sky, 
To thee my advent, with a new desire 
Thy mind to strengthen, and thy heart inspire 
For thy high emprise, with unfaltering soul, 
To keep the onward course nor wavering tire. 
For the which purpose I to thee unrol [g&ol* 

The future's arduous scenes and thy bright destin'd 

So saying, by the hand the chief he rais'd, 
Gracious, and, him conducting up, convey'd, 
Where, from that lofty mount, his vision gaz'd 
With strange delight, on realms that wide display'd 
Their novel charms, in varied bloom array'd. 
That long, long wish'd for land unfolds its sheen, 
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In all the gorgeous tints of light and shade, 
Conspicuous; cloud clapp'd hills and rallies green 
And the broad steams immense that roll those hilk. £ 
between. 

He sees where Plata's broad and silvery wave 
Pours like a lesser Ocean to the main; 
And Orinoco's surging streams, that lave 
Their golden borders though a long champaign; 
Father of waters^ Mississippi drain 
A thousand streams that swell his august tide; 
Hudson's ennmel'd banks his eye detain; 
And the St. Lawrence, whose impetuous tide 
Bursts from old Winter's thrall that fain his course 
would hide. 

Laughing to scorn old Europe's pigmy hills, 
Asia and Afric's mounts, in song renown'd, 
His wondering view old Andes, towering, fdls, 
Whose beetling cliffs, immense, in horror frown'd 
Of adamantine rocks, by age embmwn'd, 
In solitary grandeur: cloudx, his sides, 
Tempests and storms encompassing, surround, 
And whilst the piercing ken their gloom derides 
Eternal sunshine lvsls and on its tops abides. 

Fur to the north, his eldest born extendi 
In massy piles, with hoary umbrage white, 
Sky low'ring Oregon, and with ether blends 
His sombre features, faintly seen, bedight 
With the light vapours, flittering on the sight, 
Mixing** in distance and his hues combines, 
Dimly defm'd, in faintly picturing li»;hi, 
With the blues hkics; and his receding lines 
The eye obscurely marks or doubtintrlv define*. 
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Wide spread, the lowlands lie. Their magic charm 
Of forest, slope, ravine, or stretching glade, 
In every changing tint that Fancy, warm, 
Throws o'er the georgeous scenes herself hath made, 
Of golden lightness or of deepening shade, 
Glows in unrivall'd beauty, and detains 
His eye delighted, sumptuously display 'd 
By lavish nature, who here, smiling, reigns, 
And, with unsparing hand, adorns the lovely plains. 

And longer had he gaz'd — but, from his trance 
** Of rapturous ecstacy, his guide, once more, 
His pleas'd attention and his wondering glance 
Recalls; and, deep instructed in the lore 
Of the high future, with his heavenly store 
Of prescient knowledge, on his mental sight, 
Ne'er equall'd nor excell'd by those of yore, 
The rising glories of that land of light, 
Of love, of liberty imprints in visions bright. 

O, thou, whose Harp, of silvery cadence sweet, 
Erst, as inspired, whilst listening silence hung 
O'er thee delighted, hymn'd and at thy feet 
Attention sat, as Transport o'er him flung 
Blissful emotion! Thou who soaring sung 
The hero and his visions! I thy lay, 
Which o'er the world reverberate Fame hath rung, 
„ Will not depreciate, nor would tear away 

From thee one wreath, to grace my aspiring day! 

For well do I remember and recal, 
E'er early boyhood chaug'd my flaxen hair, 
Of soul congenial, to the ample hall 
Of my lov'd sire thou, welcom'd, wouldst repair, 
A more than guest, — a friend: and, gently there. 
Fondled upon thy knees, well please'd I sate 
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Listening to themes of freedom, fraught that were 

With energetic wisdom, high debate 

Of all the various means that grace a rising State. 

I then thy province not assume, seek not 
By feeble competition or to cloud 
Thy well earn'd honors or thy fame to blot, 
Lessen or vilify. Rather let the shroud 
Of drear forgetfulness, with the thronging crowd 
Of countless, countless millions born to die, 
Oblivious me envelope, e'er, cndow'd 
With envy ouly, wanton, I decry 
Another* 8 fame, or on its base my own raise high. 

Pass then, O vision, from the song! O, tread, 
Muse on a soil yet unappropriate! Rise, 
Chief of the Sea, from slumberous sloth, and spread 
Thy opening canvass to the favoring skies, 
Whilst thy light Barque in bounding fleetness flies 
And renovated zeal thy crews inspires 
With new found courage ! Lo! not distunt, lies 
Pride of thy hope, that every throbbing fires [desires. 
Of thy warm pulse, the land — proud meed of thy 

Now parting day, with lingering steps, its pace 

Delays, retiring, and still backward throws 

(As a fond lover on the cherub face 

Of her he loves, but leaves) His eyes, and glows 

With fires untam'd and on her hues bestows, 

From the warm pressure of his ardent beam, 

The mantling blush that tints the summer rose. 

Of lustrcd mellowness its orb a stream, [vering gleam. 

Emitting, yields till Ocean waves quench the last qui- 

So sinks the day God. But the silvery Queen 
Of night, ascending with her starry train, 
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Throws o'er the silence of the deep, serene, 

The milder beauties of her chasten'd reign. 

Hither and thither, o'er the placid main, 

In musing mood, the hero's vision glanc'd, 

When, o'er the smoothness of its glassy plain, 

Low in the horizon, unusual, danc'd 

A vibratory light that all his powers assur'd entranc'd. 

fie knew the token. Hail, he cried, ye Isles! 
Bourn of my wishes! sojourn of my cares! 
Meed of our emprise! end of all our toils ! 
Source of the honours Fame for us prepares! 
See ! ye lov'd comrades of my sighs and prayers, 
' My woes and sufferings ! See, heaven gives the sigu 
Of prosperous fulfilment, and uprears 
This beacon light, whose beams propitious shine 
To steer our course, assur'd, cheer'd by its rays di- 
vine. 

Loud spake the chief in joy ; forthwith, uprais'd, 
Tumultuous, from their couches sprang his crew, 
In joyous ecstacy, and, delirious, gaz'd, 
Speechless awhile, as doubtful if or true 
Or false the beacon, which their leader knew 
By sure prescience ; till assur'd, each tongue 
Vociferous and shouting, as thev flew 
O'er the white brine, to heaven uprais'd the song 
Of praise ; the theme their rapturous joys prolong. 

Their song hath ceas'd. — TTiat light hath fled. Its 
glare 
Was but the glimmering of some meteor wild, 
Or ocean sprite, or demon of the air, 
That wandering mariner hath oft beguil'd 
On hidden rocks, where fell destruction smil'd 
To Jure his way to ruin, and him led, 
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Where they perhaps likewise, of hope despoil 'd, 
E'er o'er the azure sky the bright morn spread 
Its cheering beams, may slumber with the dead. 

The morning dawns in glory. On their sight, 
Wide spreading, rising high from Ocean, rare 
In all the splendour of dawn's early light, 
Gemm'd with the glitterings of the dewy air, 
Beauteous beyond conception or compare 
To souls so loug by storm and wave opprest, 
Land! land appears! Oh transport! doubly fair 
Those floreant realms, in nature's magic drest, 
Break on their sight and loud their shouts hail the 
bright, glorious west ! 

Nought now save joy prevails — His pledge redeem'd, 
Upon their chief with reverent looks they throw 
Their fixed attention ; now than e*er he seein'd 
More than mere mortal, as with sacred glow 
His eyes with tears stifTus 4 d, not tears of woe, 
Them to that heavenly power, with rapturous strain, 
To whom this high reward of toils they owe, 
Their sounding notes of joy to raise again 
And praise the omnipotent hand that led them o'er 
the main. 

Still distant looms the land. The rising breeze 
Their painted sails, dilating, swells once more; 
Once more their swift keels cut the surging seas, 
Till on their ears the loud and lengthen*d roar, 
In deep concussion from the sounding shore, 
Of white capp'd billows breaks. Rocky the way 
And dangerous appears, ne'er plough'd before, 
Till to their view unfolds a spacious bay 
Where more retir'd, the waves in gentler ripplings 
play. 



32 AMERICAN LYRICS. 

Thither the helm the godlike hero turn'd, 
Secure to enter. And, at his command, 
Wide stream his engines" as the matches burn'd 
Bright by the brazen tubes and, o'er the land, 
Their pealing vollies send, sublimely grand, 
In deep reverberation. Echo gave 
An answering shout and the astonish'd strand 
Shakes trembling whilst the cannon of the brave 
Their deep mouth*d joys pour. thundering o'er the 
wave. 

The ponderous anchors fall. Safe moor k d, they 
ride. 
Their slumbering masts, high nodding to and fro, 
Bend gently whilst the smooth and refluent tide, 
Rippling, reflects them and around them flow 
The eddies of some mainland stream. When lo ! 
Thronging in crowds, burst strange upon their sight 
Unusual forms, whose increasing numbers grow, 
Starting to life as by enchantment bright, 
And hail their advent fair, loud shouting with delight. 

Friendly their gestures and their accents bland 
Proclaim a welcome. From their melodious choirs, 
Echoing romantically sweet and grand, 
Their song salutes him and his breast inspires 
With joys unutterable and with glowing fires 
Of happiness eximious, and that strand, 
Bright consummation of his toils, he prest [west. 
And knelt, adoring God — his own the long sought 

Loud rose the awful melody, the strain 
Of native worship ; and though strange, yet sweet* 
From hill and dale and sounding shore again 
Reverberating voices soft repeat, 
With dulcet sounds of harmony replete* 
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The mingled chorus ; from the gladsome throng, 
That, reverencing, advanc'd the chief to meet 
Whilst their loud notes their rapurous joys prolong. 
Rose on the air the swell of their proud welcoming song. 



There's a murmuring in the wind! 

The spirit of factions' abroad! 
They say, as blind Israel said of yore., 

Oh give us a King and a Lord! 

Let the clarion blast swell high! 

Let the answering trumpet blow! 
And let every knee, in fealty, 

To this God on Earth bow low! 

Around him, ye banners, fly! 

Ye cannon, in thundering roar, 
Your clamorous incense bearing high, 

On the air, proud clashing, pour! 

We are tired of this state of case. 

We are tired of this state of bliss, 
Where every serf can join our throng 

And deems he our equal is. 

Oh, give us a Kin?, ye Gods! 

And Princes and Lords Jet us be! 
Than the mob, whom to rule we canvass now, 

Shall bend to us, suppliant, the knee. 

What though the land may groan? 
What though its spirit sink? 
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Press! press it on to the luring leap, 
Whilst it stands on the tottering brink! 

What matters it, if we, 

Ascendant, proudly ride, 
As the master spirits, o'er the wave, 

Should they sink in its cowering tidel 

Dregs, dregs are they that sink; 

Men, born, like beasts, to toil; 
Serfs, caitiffs, plebian slaves, but fit 

To turn for our service the soil. 

And this is Faction's thought — 

Its wish — its end — its aim; 
And it seeks, o'er ruin'd realms, to ride 

To the blood-stain'd seats of fame. 

But the sons of the B rati live — 
They look, with ineffable scorn, 

On the upstart pride, that the sainted steel 
Of their fore-sires fails to warn. 

And thev know themselves for men — 
Men, chainless, proud and free, 

Who none to themselves superior own 
Beneath Heaven's canopy. 

And they ask no foreign aid, 
No arm but their own to save; 

For their own right hand shall vindicate 
Their rights — or shall sink in the grave. 
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Like the wild raging wave of the Ocean, 
When the tempest has clad it in gloom, 
The heart, in its angry emotion, 
Of man may no sunshine relume : 

And vainly would pity enlighten, 
Or touch, with its charity warm, 
Like a rainbow, in mercy to brighten 
Its sombreness after the storm. 

But woman! Thy mildness can never, 
Though anger should chance o'er it gleam, 
Like the lightning flash transient, dissever 
Thy features from Love's chasten'd beam. 

And Friendship its holiest pyre 
May light up alone in thy breast; 
And Love may there only aspire 
To brighten the dreams of his rest. 



THE SWALLOW. 

Ye, who in your constant love 
Imitate the turtle dove, 
Blame me not if, roving, I 
Fly from withering constancy! 
Where the seasons spread their charm*, 
Where the sun their beauty warms, 
Where the verdant flowrets spring, 
Thither wends my wanton wing. 

€2 
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Balmy airs and spicy gales, 
Rich in perfumes, breathe around, 
Where the spring tide scents the vales, 
And pictur'd herbage paints the ground; 
Ever smiling, ever gay, 
Twittering round, in gleeful play, 
There I, sportive, plume the wing, 
And there my amorous descants sing. 

Lingering, why should I delay, 
Doating on a fading grace? 
Constant, why in bondage stay, 
Expiring beauties here to trace? 
When the glow of crescent spring 
Calls afar my fluttering wing, 
And the sportive feathery throng, 
Blithful, raise the mirthful song? 

Fare ye well ! The whistling sound 
Of wintry winds afar I hear, 
O, fare ye well ! The season's round 
Again, my flight shall hither bear 
To hail these blissful scenes once more, 
From farther Afric's sunnier shore, 
And hither, with spring's joyous train, 
My amorous love notes chant again. 



MELANCHOLY. 

Dark roll the clouds and, with their sombre veil, 
Heav*n's fair and lucid face from man enshrou'd : 
His radiant beams concealing, day's great sire 
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Wraps in their mantling shade adverse, 
And from sad nature hides his cheering rays. 

Now seem I not alon€f to mourn. My plaints 
Creation, sad, joins mournfully and sighs 
And, in mute eloquent despondence, grieves 
And weeps her loss. Oh, nature ! yield me sounds, 
Expressive of the throes that heave my breast 
And with their labourings fill my swelling heart, 
That I may utter all my bosom feels 
And by my utterance ease my buthen'd soul, 
Sorrowing yet pleased with sorrow, griev*d but not 
In dark despair irrevocably lost ; 
But rather pleas'd with woe, the joy of grief, 
Fad with the fullness of its luxury. 
As when the solitary bird of night 
The wayward whipperwill rests, undisturbed, 
And, in the forest's thickest gloom retir'd, 
Sits lonely, silent, musing, pleas'd with shade, 
Thy influence, dearest maid, her labouring breast, 
With gradual increase stimulating, fills, 
Till at the last, unbidden, issue forth 
Wild quavering wails and night appalling strains. 
As, also, in the depth of midnight hours, 
The wild wolf, wandering in untrodden paths 
Of the rude mountain's bleak and barren sides, 
In lengthen 4 d notes complains and hollow howl 
And sends forth all her feelings in her voice, 
Unanswer*d all, save in the silence still 
That reigns around, by echo's sad response. 
So [ surcharged and full, with anxious breast, 
My cries impetuous to th' obscuring mists 
Would send aloft, and by my echoing moans 
Them from the pure cerulean arch dispel 
That I might look beyond. Oh, how I chide 
The dull, the limping hours that move in grief 
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So tediously away ! And inc they chide 

For peevish murmuring at a fix'd decree 

That murmuring cannot move, repining change ! 

Yet I would raise my feeble cries and tell 

And vent my woes, my sorrows to the winds 

That they might bear them too, so true the thought 

That misery companions ever seeks ! 

Fly on, ye darkening clouds, or hover still 
O'er the pure melting of the liquid blue, 
Hid by your envy from my pensive eye, 
Yet shall the powerful, golden orb of day 
Your dark invidious hosts at length disperse 
And drive your frownings to the realms of night. 
So, also, from my care-worn, troubled breast, 
May the superior sun, of suns the first, 
Each soul-deceiving threatening mist dispel 
And to refresh my spirit 'shine unveil'd ! 

Nor all the clouds that float around this orb, 
In nameless space, nor all the denser gloom, 
That o'er its horizon might thick be thrown, 
Could to my bosom bring one lightest pang 
Of all the woe that ignorance and doubt 
Of ever during Time's eternal meed ["ight 

Must needs sustain! Nor gloom were there, not 
Though doubly wrapt, again and yet again, 
If of primordial light the primal source 
Deign but one smallest ray to cheer me up, 
One slightest beam to touch my longing soul ! 



AMERICAN LYRICS. 3JJ 

A VALENTINE. 

In imitation of S out hey. — Written when very young. 

Go Zephyr ! go, and tell the lovely fair, 
Whom Fancy to my raptur'd mind portrays, 
That her Bard shuns the noisy circle's care, 
To think of her, to pour to her his lays ! 
Say, that depriv'd of joy, of ease, of rest, 
At vespers' tender hour, he quits the throng, 
Whilst wild birds, warbling on the leafy trees, 
Soothe bis sad heart with many a lonely song. 
Say, that, for her, the sigh soft heaves his breast j 
Say, all her charms his memory loves to trace ; 
Say, oft, he dreams, caressing and caress'd, 
He views the angel features of her face ; 
Ah, then he cries, would thou indeed wert mine. 
To love, caress and be my Valentine ! 

Wilt thou not think, when time lags heavy on. 
When murky weather drives off belles and beaux*, 
Of the sweet hours that with the past are gone, 
Of him whom absence rills with many woes? 
Think of thine absent lover! think that be, 
Enthralled aud fetier'd in thy conquering chains, 
Though distant fur, still loves and sighs for thee, 
And makes thee thus the subject of his strains. 
Yes, when JispleasSl, and tir'd of faithless friends, 
Whom chance has «riv 4 :i, or chance has rent away, 
Think who on thee for happiness depends ! 
And may love, in thy bosom, make thee say: 
Ah, would, indeed, dear youth, thai thou wert mine, 
To love, caress, and be my Valentine ! 
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Hark *tis the rattling wind, by fits that yells 
And moans, so wildly, thro' the fissur'd chinks; 

Against the remaining tower now that swells, 
And the last arcli in scatter'd fragments sinks. 

*Tis fallen 'tis done! I sit me on the pile, 

Whilst crumbling round me lies the scatter'd heap 

Nor strive my sadden'd feelings to beguile 

Which o'er my soul with mournful windings creep. 

And here, perhaps, said I, hail'd once the morn, 
And liv^d the fair, the good, the wise, the brave! 

Departed now; laid low: the radiant dawn 

Shines vainly o'er their deep and narrow grave. 

One passes ! Let me ask what lordly pow'r 

Claim'd homage in this grand and mighty wreck? 

Onward he moves, grasping his sandy hour, 
Heeds not the motion of my questioning beck ! 

I know thee who thou art, old Time ! Thy glass, 
Thy crooked sythe, thy locks of black aityfrg!ray, 
' Thy rapid steps that glide along the pass, 

And measur'd move thy name and trade betrays. 

He minds me not, nor slacks nor mends his pace, 
But onward hastens through the darkening gloom,; 

Careful alone to course his destin'd race 
And hasten Nature to her tinal dootiu 



Dim, o'er the pile slow moving, undefin'd 
Of form, and dark as Erebus, now nears 

The wreck another ; and, in dust behind, 

Quick, at his touch, each fragment disappears* 
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To him, not fearful, I: whoe'er I see 

Whose withering hand seems endless death to bear; 
Say, whose these lordly towers of erst might be: 

Towers, where once liv'd, perhaps, the brave, the 
good, the fair? 

No matter whose they were! They now are mine. 

Nature, and all that is must own my sway. 
Know that this fate must also soon be thine: 

Aye, soon shall come the inevitable day! 

'Tis false! I cried. I know my God still lives! 

His hand shall snatch me from thy threatening 
Into himself recoil 'd, Oblivion gives [power. 

His faded form; and silent darkness claims the 
4 wasting hour. „ 

Yes, to myselfi cried, thy saviour reigns; 

He shall deliver from the mouldering grave; 
He shall remove Oblivion's fading chains, [brave. 

And raise to light and life the good, the wise and 

I said, ^nd turning, Jo! from the obscuring cloud, 

Banting effulgent on my dazzled sight. 
The gentle? moon, stripp'd of her envious shroud, 
" O'ei* my sad feelings pours her soothing light 
And .shines, with unwonted splendour, lovely, fair, 
and bright. 



*, 
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'*. * iff ^^ 

" ' THE^5mING OF folE WHITES; 

Or, The Descent of Manitou. A Sapphic Ode. 

Dim, o'er old Ocean, surging through the day-storm, 
Lash'd by the ragings of the foaming hillows, 
Where wind and wave, high struggling to heaven's 
concave, 

Strive for dominion; 

See, where contending with the rough commotion, • 
Rais'd on the surge rough, tossing midst the while 

spray, 
What strikes thine eye, dark native of the forest, 

Braving its fiuy! 

Lo! on thy rock bound coast its journey bending, '■-. ■• .^ 
Nearer it moves; and wings immense Ifkpanded, "***& 
Wide to the wind display their snowy whiteness, 

Portent prodigious! 

Hush'd is the storm. Augustly slow, majestic, 
Glorious and grand as thy bright house, MffcitQU* 
Where spirits rest, the beatific visions • ^«* 4 < : : '.^. * .. 
■ * ■ "* Hares tfer meters? i A 



See, |^ li^r womb, wkk teeming life prolific,, * A * 
Rise, to tj^jad eye, bright forms of radiant beauty, 
While fromi her mouths, wide flashingion thy wild eye, 

Loud richer thunders! 

Hither, ye nations, hither bend your footsteps! 
Hither your off'rings bring, with suppliant duty! 
Bow low the knee! Manitou to his children 

Comes, in his glory! 
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SONG OF TIIK DISAPPOINTED MINSTREL. 



Were health but mine, wen* life assur'd, 
Tliat feebly now is waning; 

The ills I've borne, I had eridur'd, 
Nor left lh-i world comn!:iiiiinL p . 

He, that hath felt the latent glow 
Of high ambition, springing 

To light, repell'd, ean solely know 
WJmt throbs my breast are wringing! 

Ingrain \ search the faec of man 
JSpr sympathy! No ray there 
""-.w Be&m$ consolation. Friendship can 
■*>• * /Sfji'or harbour there nor stay there. 

*''.#/.' Self, self afone, man r s bosom rules, 
* Nor dwells there aught beside it! 

And they, who deem rne wrong, arc foote 
-~_7e know it whet? the've tried it. 
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COMMl^Cjje^ " v 

Of the Second Canto of the Triumphs of Freedom, 
AN UNFINISHED POEM. 

From thy fair realms, O, Palestine, the muse, 
Parting regretful, steers her buoyant wing, 
Till on her sight, in nature's lovliest bloom 
Break, in their own elysian beauty rare, 
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Ye sons of Javan, your delightful plains, 
Deck'd in the spring** exuberance of bliss! 

O'er thy high summits, Pelion, fam'd in song, 
Hovering, she rests her onward course, and casts, 
With no unwonted ardour fiVd, the view, 
Where, still successive, glowing on her sight, 
The mantling charms of classic fame arise. 
From where the Egean and Icarian seas, 
Cretan and Myrtouum, in quaternion join'd, 
Blend in perpetual league their watery realms, 
And, circling round their thousand Isles enclose, 
Greeting the Orient, far her ken she throws, 
Whence thy soft breezes Hesperus descend, 
Fanning in zephyrs the Ionian tide, - 
And modest eve smiles Mushing o'er its waves. 

From thy white tops, O Hemus, from thy cliffs, 
Candent and hoar with wintry frosts, and clad 
With piny honours, to the warmer climo, 
Where proud Tenarus chafes amid his foam, 
~Wide spreads the scene: wide spreads in all its charm 
Of hill, dale, brook, champaign, or mountain wild. 
Thessalian Tempo's and Arcadia's plains, 
Alpheus and Peneus, with their sister streams, 
Pindus and Ossa, with Olympus fam'd, 
Parnassian summits and Idalian groves. 

O, realms of beauty, ever sweet and fair, 
Still deck'd in nascent loveliness, as when 
Your druid sons, by native charms inspir'd, 
The Lyre's soft notes entrancing, struck, in joy. 
Wresting from Fame her empire and her crown! 
Not mine your theme! Not mine to laise the song 
Of admiration! Oft, sublime, inspir'd 
By occular enhancement, hath the strain 
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Of tongue more adequate your praise employed* ■" ■"* 
Man claims the verse: man whom your genial soil " 
Oft hath beheld, transcendent in his powers, 
Rising in majesty of worth, to throw 
A hallowed reverence o'er your deathless fame. 



THE MEMORY OF OUR SIRES. 

* 

Ah, we, who sport beneath the shade, secure from. 

wars' alarms, 
Where Olive Peace smiles blandly fair, bedeck'd with 

all her charms; 
We who regardless of the broils that foreign chief- 

t lin's fire, 
And, at our ease reclin'd, awake the softly sounding 

Lyre; 
Ah, little thrills remembrance in our breasts the pen*. 

sive thought, 
At what a price, our sires for us this tranquil blessing 

bought! 
Tho' memory, sometimes, mournfully, brings back 

the mighty dead, 
And gratefully her flow'rets strews above their hon- 

our'd head. 
Yet not enough think we of them; our tongues, our 

Lyres are tame, 
When sounding songs should, redolent of rapture, 

swell their fame, 
And, to our rising progeny, recal in every strain, 
Our fathers and their deathless deeds to light and 

life again. [should bear; 

And not to chieftains solely we this high applause 

D2 
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Bat every godlike freeman bold, whate'er his name, 
should share, 
"From him, *jho, in fur prima! fights, oppos'd to 
. fyag& stood; *■■■ ;., 

To him; Who, under 9wiM the brave shed veteran 

^English blood. -'':! . 
Ah, could we, in our songs, convey each name, dis- 
tinctly clear, 
That worthily deserves ourlovo, what numbers would 

But since that boon, through lapse of time, high Fate 
to us denies, 

Together all, we hail ye, sainted patriots of the skies? 



THE REIGN OF FREEDOM. 

An Ode. 

Visions of light, descend! descend! 
Jfrom where, enthron'd in bliss, ye dwell, 
In sounding symponies, to swell 
With prophet themes, the vocal shell, 
And with its deep vibrations blend 
The hallowed influence of your joys; 
Impress'd upon the delighted ear. 
In breathless bliss, attentive, near, 
Silence, in rapture bound, shall hear, 
Whilst Freedom's reign the song employs. 

Columbia! thee I sing! Thy fate, 
From the dark womb of Time profound, 
I draw, as Echo, answering round. 
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Transported, hails the joyous sound, 

That crowns, with fadeless bloom, thy state. 

Borne, on the upward wing, sublime. 

Of prescient knowledge* l.&cbold ■:&* . * 

Thy car-borne glorie^jifiy fuiton* . ; i 

Their mantling hues gflwiiifih'd gold, 

Bas'd on a rock defying" Time'. .;,, 

Thy temples mid thy altar* stand 
Crowded with votaries, raising high 
Their perfum'it offerings to the sky, 
In fullness of exuberant jov, ;£ 

Blest dwellers of thy happy'land! *V 

First in fame, though late thy rise, 
See, from distant Ashi's shore. 
See, from sultry .Afric's coast, 
See, from blood-stain'd Europe, pour 
Pilgrims bands, on Ocean tost, 
Seeking thee, the pride and boast 
Of earth, of Ocean, and the skies. 

Oh, thou, assylum of tli* oppreat! 
Refuge of defenceless griefs! 
From where the head, in homage, hows , 

To Despotism's iron chiefs; 
Where the rod tear-drop gushing flows, 
To mark their sorrows, paint their woes. 
To thee they look and ask their rest! 
Shall they ask of thee in vain? 
Shall those tears in vnin be shed? 
Spirits of the illustrious dead. 
Who fearless fought and fearless bled 
For the high boon your sons retain ! 
Look not, from your seats of bliss, 
On those sons, in anger, down, 
With displeasure's gloomy frown, 
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But," fulfil I'd, your wishes own, 
Your toils repaid, in part, by this! 

Welcome hither, drooping throng ; 
From each distant clime a ranger, 
jFrom oppression's iron danger, 
, ? To where, bounteous, to the stranger 
Scourg'd by Despotism's thong, 
Freedom, with her outstretched arm, 
To her warm, her fond embrace, 
Wiping, from each anguish'd face, 
Griefs imprintments, sorrow's trace, 
Clasps, and shields- from every harm? 

Whilst the solid earth shall stand, 
Whilst the seasons roll their round, 
Scattering, o'er the furrow'd ground, 
The former and the latter rain, 
Shall Freedom's empire firm remain, 
To bless her own, her chosen land? 
And, when Time, hath withering cast, 
Over lordly, kingly pride, 
Fell Destruction's ruthless sway, 
Scattering its desolation wide, 
Shalt thou survive, in undimm'd day> 
Refuge of man, the best, the last. 



VALOUR AND LIBERTY. 

A Vision. 

When night, in her deep leaden slumbers had press' d 
My eye-lids, and steep'd them in care-healing dffw, 
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And gently around, to the calm of my rest, 

The soft, balmy, charms of her influence drew, 

Methought— for bright visions had mingl'd their spell 

In the cup which fay Fancy had fill'd from her store, 

I heard the loud war-rousing clarion swell 

Its death thrilling sounds o'er my dear native shore: 

And, rousing, I gaz'd o'er the wide spreading plain, 

Where Nature had erst spread her carpet so fair, 

And saw the red death stream its loveliness stain. 

And heard the blent battle-shock break on the air. 

From my posture of grief, on the moss-cover'd sward, 

Half rais'd, and in agony viewing the jar 

Of that angry commotion, with tearful regard, 

The rough sounding, dissonant clash of the war, 

A form I beheld, with her tresses unbound, 

And Columbia I knew, in the Deity fair, 

For the star spangled banner encompass'd her round. 

And the eagle soar'd high, o'er her head, in the air» 

In grief, O, how lovely the Goddess appears, 

As, mournfully gazing she glances aroffnd 

Her pearl-bedowM eyes/ wildly, beauteous in tears**- 

All dishevell'd her hair is, her zone i& unbound. 

Not lengthy her grief. With the soft ether blending, 

Supported, in buoyancy light, on its tide, [ m ffi 

From the high fav'ring heaven to her succor descend- 

Proud Valour and Liberty fly to her side. 

The contest is over/ The war shock is past/ 

For Valour hath mounted on Liberty's car/ 

Columbia smiles lovlier, in joy, as the blast 

Of the carnage shock, fainter still, sounds from afar; 

Bright Vict'ry hath crown'd those whom Valour hath 

led; " [away, 

And, as Peace bland and mild wipes each vestige 
Loud shout the high choirs of the time-honor f d dead 
Round the spot where the star spangled banners stiU 

play/ 
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THE HERO OP BRIDGEWATER. 

Seize, O, seize the sounding Lyre, 

With its quivering string/ 
Strike the chords, in ecstacy, 

s W^Ufit loud the rallies ring/ 
flfttjplbe Chief, who, gloriously, " 
^ ffom England's veteran hand, 

PluekM the wreaths, of Victory, 
To grace his native land/ 

Where Bridge- water's war-faniM stream 

Saw the foe in en reel, 
Tliricercpuls'd, with burnish'd gleam 
^ Of bayonet, knife, and steel; 

And iis crimson'd waters run 

Red with gargling flow, 
As Albion's gathering hosts his arm, . 

IJis mighty arm, laid low. 

•Strike the sounding string of fame, 

O, Lyre/ Beat loud y* drums/ 
Ye clarion blasts exalt his name/ 

Behold the hero comes/ 
I see Columbia, joyously, 

Her palmy circlet throw 
Around his high rictorious brow 

Who laid her foemen low/ 




* Take him Fame/ For thine he is! 

On silvery columns, rear 
The name of Scott, whence flikvio us Time 

Shall ne'er its honours te«q*! 
And, thou, O, Albion, quake wfth dread! 
c„ t Ye lateralis shrink, the wjulc, ' 

Whyffi^bis glorious i ) amJMthattiou nd 
IV s)|jifee your seaMrt w&?£>: 
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CHANSON FRANCAIS. , 

"Vous qui faitez votrc modelled 

Ye, who in your constant Io*e» 
Copy the soft turtle dove, .^'ift^JSt 



I your dullness deprecate ''^^f^'X- 
And the swallow imitate ! ^ . ^ 

Nothing stops me as I fly, 
Where the Spring calls, there am I,-— 
Where the Spring calls, there am I ! 
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^ CHANSON. 

"tfyntre les chagrins de la vie* 9 

Against the chagrins life containeth 
This and that may echo back; 

Envy ne'er my bosom pajneth 
With my pipe of sweet |dbft& 

Sailors, o'er their helms, may be yawning: 

Sleepy soldiers cry, O lack; 
Pleasure, within their bosom, is dawning, 
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With thy light wreaths, O tobac. V ». 

If my ficklff^patress should jeer me, 
Or, with n#rj¥own», my heart would crack* 

I from her 406 turn, and cheer me 
With thy soft solace, sweet tobac* 
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Much I admire that custom witty 
Of the most famous Sieur de Crac, 

In the tent, as in the city, 

Of mixing his love with his tobac. 

That great man, when he went a campaigning, 

Carried e'er, in his knapsack, 
Love's fair portrait, not complaining 

At being stor'd with his tobac. 



- THE FIRST SATIRE OF HORACE. 

Qut Jit Maecenas? 

How happens it, Maecenas, with the state, 
To which or chance or choice hath boun<Lour fate, 
None live content? But each, with envy, lauds 
The choice of others and their course applauds? 
Oh, happy merchant! cries the soldier, bent 
With years of toil, his strength and vigor spent, 
How blest thy lot? The merchant, quick, replies, 
Whilst round his barque the struggling tempest flies*, 
The battle-shock is preferable. For why? 
We fight: death comes or joyous victory. 
The husbandman, the lawyer, when the rap 
Of rattling client breaks his morning nap, 
Praises; but he, who, to redeem his pawn, 
Is, from his quiet fields, unwilling, drawn 
Into the city throng, with angry frown, 
Exclaims, how blest are they who dwell in town! 
So of the rest. (Their number is so great 
That the loquacious Fabius to relate >r 
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Them all would tire.) Hear, undelay'd, in fine, 
Whitherward tends the moral of my line. 
Should any God proclaim, "my plastic skill 
Shall change your fortunes to each varying will: 
You, that was late a soldier, seek the sea! 
You, that a jurist was, a ploughman be! 
Changing your lots, let each depart bis way 
To seek his happiness! what! do they stay? 
They go not, though permitted to be blest. 
What reason then that Jove, with rage imprest, 
Should not, with swelling cheek, in anger swear 
To yield no louger to their plaints an ear? 

Yet let me not treat lightly, as in jest, 
That which should be with seriousness imprest ; 
Though what forbids sincerity to dwell 
With smiling lips, or mirth the truth to tell: 
As lenient teachers, oft, with <rifts, impart 
To their young charge the rudiments of art? 
But nathless we, the jocose mood pass'd by, 
In a more serious straiu the theme will try. 

He, who, with sweaty brow, endures the toil 
The field demands, and ploughs its stubborn soil; 
The crafty huckster, who by traffic lives; 
The scar-seam'd soldier, who by slaughter thrives; 
The venturous sailors, who, undaunted, press 
Old Ocean's waves in every course; profess 
That they life's strug^linjr.s with one aim endure, ;*. 
For age's ease a competence to secure; 
That they, when toils, when wanderings, are o'er, 
In wealth and peace may dream of cflre no more. 

Thus, (for example,) the industrious ant, 
Fearful of ills, and provident of want, 
Draws by the mouth, laborious, to her cell 
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Whatever may her growing granary swell, 
And, when Aquarius glooms the changing year, 
When, charg'd with rains, the driving clouds appear, 
No more she issues forth; but, from her hoard, 
With patience feeds on what she erst had stor'd* 

But thee, nor summer, with its noontide beam, 
Nor wintry blast, nor fire, frost, sea, or gleam 
Of hostile brand terrific, can restrain 
From the all conquering, gnawing, canker gain, 
So long as yet another's state secures 
Itself in fortune's smile, more bless'd than yours. 

What then avails it, that, with anxious toil, 
Your growing golden piles within the soil 
You trembling hide? If once you broach the heap, 
Away its mass call, after call, will sweep 
To the vile penny. Yet, unless you use 
Your hoarded store, what benefit accrues? 
Should countless measures grace your threshing floor, 
Say would your appetite than mine crave more 
To fill its wants? Or, if, as is the mode, 
Amongst his fellows, one, an onerous load, 
The wicker basket, plenish'd high with bread, 
Should weightier bend and press his burthen 'd head, 
Would he, in recompense an ampler lot 
Receive, think you, than he who bore it not? 
Or say! To him, who lives within the bounds 
Nature prescribes, whether his stretching grounds 
A hundred or a thousand acres yield, 
To give his plough a lengthier range of field, 
What matters it? You say 'tis sweet to keep 
And draw supplies from forth a mightier heap. 
Whilst us you grant, from our small streams, to drain 
The shallow draught, why, with your boasting vain, 
Do you compare your granary's ampler size 
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To my small crib that yet my wants supplies? 
As though, when cup or goblet you would take 
Of fluid lymph, you glowing thirst to slake, 
It you would rather that your slave should bring, . 
From forth the River's tide, than from the spring: 
Whence it oft chanceth that the knaves who bear, 
With greedy haste, more than the needful share, 
The crumbling banks break under, and the slaves 
The roaring stream embowels in its waves. 
But he, who only craves what need requires, 
And, to his wants, can limit his desires, 
Nor turbid water's slimy oozings drinks, 
Nor, loosing life, in the rough torrent sinks. 

Yet of mankind, by much the greater share 
Deceiv'd, and lur'd to Avarice's baneful snare, 
Assert there's no sufficiency, and profess 
We're estimated by what we possess. 
To such what can we say but to their hand 
The miseries grant they seem thus to demand? 
So 'tis recorded, an Athenian old, 
Sordid and rich, and beggar'd by his gold, 
The public voice, contemptuous, would deride; 
Still to himself he consolating cried. 
Tho' the folks hiss at me, yet I, myself, 
At home, applaud, whilst counting o'er my pelf. 
The thirsty Tantalus, in vain, doth try 
To quench his thirst in streams that from him fly! 
Why laugh you? change the name, you scarce will fail 
To find yourself the hero of the tale. 
On your vile money-sacks,~heap'd high on heap, 
With eyes half open'd, yawningly, you sleep, 
Or, more unwilling still, are, as it were, 
For sacred rites constrain'd somewhat to spare; 
Or, to the arts a favour to accord. 
Know you what wealth can do? what use afford? 
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Corn may be bought, and oil, and wine; nay add 

Those things, which Nature, lacking would be sad. 

To watch, with lifeless dread, by day, by night; 

To fear the plunderer's prowl; or fire; or flight 

Of thine own pilfering slaves: can things like these 

Thy happiness comprise or bosom please? 

I'd rather be the veriest slave on earth 

Than owe my pleasures to so foul a birth? 

But, if thy body, touch'd with cold, should dread 

Th' approach of death and fix thee to thy bed, 

Or aught should harm; say hast thou one whose care 

Shall fondly watch thee, and thy draughts prepare; 

Or the Physician call, whose skill may mend 

And yield thee to each relative and friend? 

No! for thy safety wife nor children sigh : 

Thy neighbors hate thee; thee acquaintance fly : 

The youths, the maidens, shun thy panting breathy 

Nor seek to save thy life, but pray thy death. 

What dost thdu wonder, when thy golden hoard 

To all things thou prefer'st, that none afford 

The love to thee which craving nature wants? 

But if, without exertion, thee she grants 

Connexions, whom, solicitous, thy desire 

Would fain retain and with more love inspire, 

Thy toil how lost! As tho' upon the plain, 

The mule you'd teach to prance with curb and rein! 

Then of this hoarding let there be an end! 

If heaven a competence in bounty send, 

Fear suffering less! your toilsome life give o'er, 

When what your needs require hath blest your store! 

Act- not Umidius. He, (the tale's soon told,) 

So wealthy was, he measur'd all his gold, 

But yet, lest he by want should be oppress'd, 

E'er in the coarsest servile garments dress'd : 

Him a brave wench, from misery, fear and pain. 

With a keen axe releasing, cut in twain. 
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What would'st thou friend? must I like Menius live? 

Or Nomentanus? Surely, Sir, you strive 

To make things dissonant agree in sound 

Or will in discord harmony to be found. 

I, when from avarice I seek to save, 

Would not a spendthrift make thee, nor a knave: 

Between the prodigal luxurious blade 

And hoarding wretch some difference may be made. 

There doubtless is, in all things, found a mean, 

A moderate path, the points extreme between : 

And reason, rightly us'd, will show, in fine, 

The course; and, this or that side of the line, 

To, erring, stray, regardless of her light, 

Can ne'er consist with happiness or with jight. 

But, whence my moral hath digress'd, I turn 
My verse again. Do none but misers burn 
With envious fires? Or languish at thqptate 
With which Dame Fortune decks another's fate? 
Say! when his neighbors' goats with milk distend 
Their streamy paps, with weightier udders bend, 
Doth he not pine? Doth he himself compare 
With the vast herd that less of fortune share? 
Would he not this man now, now that, outvie. 
A richer, thus, e'er pains his jaundic'd eye. 
As when, from forth the goal, with glowing bound, 
The rapid chariot, flying, scorns the ground, 
And the skill'd driver, anxious for the course, 
Presses, on those ahead, each foaming horse ; 
Him, he hath pass'd, contemptuous, he derides, .4* 
Who, in the rear, his fainting coursers chides. 

Hence then it happens that we've rarely seen 
One who can say that he hath happy been, 
Or, with life's round, assert he hath been blest 
And like a sated guest can quit the feast. 
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Enough, lest blear-eyed Crispus' escritoire 
You think I've robb'd, I stop and add no more. 



THE FEAST OF THE POETS. 

A General Parody. 

In times of eld often the bright sons of vision, 
Whose tremulous hands touch'd the Harp and the 

Lyre, 
The Gods would invite to their banquets elysian, 
And join in the joys which their songs might inspire; 
Whilst oft to the court, where Dan Phoebus presided. 
The golde^capp'd top of Parnassus, the throng 
Would usher their sports of delight, fair, provided 
With off'rings of genius, of wit and of song. 

But years had'roll'don, with their dullness and 
sameness, 
Since levees were held by the golden-hair'd God, 
When, ennui'd at length with their spiritless tamenesi 
He the herald heel-wing'd thus bespake with a nod. 
Thou offspring of Maia, no longer reposing, 
Supinely and sluggish, divested of care, 
Court the bowers of ease, but awake from your dozing 
.^And swift to the regions of mortals repair. 
TThe morrow shall rise in its brightness and splendor: 
Your silver-ton'd trump shall proclaim my desire: 
The feast shall be spread; and my fiat shall render 
Due palms to the sons of the Harp and the Lyre. 
Go bid them attend me, not backward nor fearful, 
Each Bard shall be welcome, untrammell'd and free, 
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To sit at our board, like ourselves, light and cheerful, 
And genius in them shall he honor'd by me. 

So charg'd, on his mission the herald descended, 1 ^ 
Delighted, and wide spread the sound of the news, 
That, fair, on the morrow, Appollo intended 
To feast with his sons, and that none should refuse: 
But each, from the store of his wit, whatsoever 
He deem'd most acceptably worth might display: 
Every gift should receive its due meed, and the giver 
Enjoy in its praise the reward of his lay. 

His errand perform'd, he with all due precision., 
Observing politely to tact a regard, 
To invoke every guest to this banquet elysian, 
Left, as Phoebus had order'd, to each one his card. 

The feast is spread, in the heavenly hall, 
And the master attends to the herald's call, 
His call that announces, sans magic or spell, 
Each son of the Lyre, of the Harp, of the Shell: 
Offspring of Maia, guard thee well ! 
No living wight, save a Bard, shall dare 
To claim for himself admittance there ! 

'Twas at this royal feast, for Poets made. 

By Phoebus, godlike blade: 

Aloft, in awful state, 

The glowing monarch sate, 

la mirthful smiles array'd. 

The Bards of Eld were plac'd around, 

Their brows with mvrtle vet unwither'd bound: 

So should desert of soul be found ! 

A noble bard, on either side, 

Sate, in the conscious worth of pride, \ 

Of outward beams by light intern supplied. jj 
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Matchless, matchjess pair ! 
None can with you ! none can with you ! 
. None can with you in worth compare ! 

So spake the general voice, and shouts 
Began, in lengthen'd peals, responsive notes t« 
Ring, the sign of high appjause. Nor, with 
Less zeal, the high empyreal choirs, tho unseen, * 
'Gan chant. At which sound the powers poetical 
That had hither come, in union panharmonious, 
Stood round, to the sweet swell of soul-delighting 
Harmony, and breath'd their loudest plaudits 
O'er these sires of song. 

And longer had they sung: 
But with a frown a master spirit rose : 
He flung his laurel wreaths and myrtles down* 
And, with a withering look, 
Fame's loud and sonorous trumpet took, 
And blew a blast so loud and dread, 
Were ne'er poetic sounds so full of fire: 
And; ever and anon, he beat 
The festive floor with varying feet : 
And, tho' oftimes, each lingering pause between, 
A modest traveller, at his side, 
His soul-subduing voice applied, 
Yet still he kept his wild unalter'd mein [inspire. 
Whilst each responsive note fresh dread seem'd to 
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urn highest master of the muse 
And hear my simple lay ! 
Where, midst these thronging bards, I lose, 
Or fear to lose, my way. 

For here, amidst this festive throng, 
Full many a one I see, 
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Whose claims, indisputably strong, 
Have doubtless distanc'd me. fc 

Forbear, my son, Apollo cries, 

Thy doubts, thy fears give o'er ! 
Fame, that from others faithless flies, 

Shall fly from thee no more. 

Here to the high soul'd sons of song 

My door is open still ; 
And nobler Bards I do no wrong, 

If lesser have good will. 

Then turn, ray son, and freely share 

Whate'er our feast bestows ; 
Our own bright bowl, Olympian fare, ^ 

And, when thou wilt, repose ! 

So spake the God, and into love beams chang'd 
His countenance, too serene to be withstood, 
And full of smiles bent on his votary: 
When songs of Poets, in many a roundelay, 
Form'd to fancy and deep in their swell 
Sung to solace great Sol on his holiday, 
Burst, simulchordate, from Lyre, Harp and Shell ; 
But up stepp'd a grave philospoher, 
Who ask'd no oil his tongue to glass over, 
And swore they all, as he could prove, 
Smack'd less of genius than of love, 7 

And tho' Sol had a little wit 

He was very shy of using it, 4Sr" 

And therefore bore it not about 
For fear that he should wear it out. 

What, cried another, durst thou, then, 
To beard the lion in his den, 

•\ 
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Apollo, in his hall! 

Arid hopcst thou hence with wreaths to go? 

No! by the songs of Scotland, no! 

What Bards of Eld ! what moderns, ho ! 

Let tht proud boaster fall ! 

The Poet turu'd. well was his need: 

And saw a lady fair, 

Sitting by a neat young man, 

And throwing oft sly looks at him, 

And smiling through her fan. 

Oh, with nods and winks, 

This Grecian minx, 

Whom Rome and England's Bards were wooing, 

SmiPd on lover's more than one, 

With their spruce airs, courting gently &c. 

Sigh'd one I've rais'd a monument 

More lasting, Miss, than brass, 

For following you in Latin verse ; 

Sigh'd" she, if that's the case, 

I'll not bequeath 

Another wreath, 

I think your toil was well rewarded : 

So she turn'd on him her back 

To another bowing, scraping &c. 

Who stepp'd up, with the gentlest look, 

And took her by the hand, 
paying how is old Greece, my lass, 
^hgr, how does she stand? 

Tls a poor distracted country 

An ever I did see; 

For they're hanging every mother's son 

That sings of liberty ! 

Oh blest as th' immortal Gods is he 
Who knows that Goddess Liberty \ 
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Who hears and sees her, all the while. 
Around him speak, around him smile. 

'Twas that depriv'd fair Greece of rest, 
And rais'd such tumults in her breast; 
For ah she saw, in anguish tost, 
Her peace was gone, her hopes were lost; 

Her pride was rous'd; the patriot flame 
Blaz'd high t' expunge the Tyrant's name: 
O'er his Jim eyes her falchions hung; 
His ears with brazen thunders rung. 

With fearful damps his limbs were chill'd ; 
His blood with trembling horrors thrill'd ; ^- 

His feeble troops forgot to stay, H^ - 

But, fainting, sunk or fled away. 

The Bard, unable to conceal his pain, 
Wept o'er the fair with mournful air, 
And sigh'd, and sung, and sigh'd and sung, 
And sigh'd and sung, and sung again : 

When climes, like woman, stoop to folly, 
And feel, too late, the Despot's sway, 
What art shall soothe their melancholy? 
What force shall tear their chains away? 

The only art those bonds to sunder, ^^m 

A deathless deed, in Freedom's eyes, ^^ 

Is, like a rattling peal of thunder, 
As one, o'er Despots, proud, to rise ! 

The clock strikes one! They take no note oftiro^ 
But by their songs. 
And now sttfcp'd forth a Bard, 
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Such as of olden time, array 'd in robes empyreal, 

And, from before him, paus'd the crowd. 

Shut! shut the doors, good sirs, fatigued, he said, 

Tie up up the knocker! Say Sol's sick or dead! 

The night mare rages! Nay 'tis past a doubt 

If more come in that we must all turn out. 

Song in each mouth, and nectar in each hand, 

They sing and sip till they can scarcely stand. 

So saying a noble work he lifted high: 

Which, when that ancient sire beheld, 

That Grecian sire, renown'd of eld, 

For eyes, that night, to him were given; 

Quick through the crowd he struggling prest, 

To clasp that -Druid to his breast 
^|^ And welcome him to heaven : 
^Plre, on his lofty seatj with pride, 

And transport, plac'd him by his side. 

But to those seats, with wishful glance, 
Another Bard had look'd askance, [glee* 

And, to Anacreon, who, near them, still sat, in full 
This son of the Lyre boldly sent a petition, 
That he, with his patron, acquainted might be, 
When this answer returned from the jolly old Grecian: 
If your pleasure it suit, sir, no longer be mute ; 
You inherit my powers, use my fame, sir to boot! 
For ne'er, since with Bacchus I first drain'd the bowl, 
^U^ive such strains as thine own e'er enraptur'd my 
^Hjouder yet and yet^ a louder strain [soul. 

Feal'd from the Isle-born Bard response again. 
When I copied, I can't but allow 
I had many an exquisite minute; 
But the strain I derive from you now, 
Hath even more melody in it. 
Thus whether I copy, or not, 
With deference due I would treat yotf? 
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To equal y oil's pleasant enough : 

But, oh, 'tis delicious to beat you ! 

Fare thee well ! fare thee well, finger of fire ! 

Thus carrol'd a songster that liv'd o'er the sea, 

No Bard ever touch'd the wild chords of the Lyre, 

With half such a pathos of feeling as thee ! 

Then rose a blooming Bard, whose garland crown's, 

Variegated fillets, streaming wide, 

The seasons fair upheld ; and them he sung, 

And, in his wandering notes, descanting, praie'd 

Calm contemplation and poetic ease. 

Oh, knew he but his happiness, of men 
The happiest he ! who, from the world afar, 
Deep in the vale, with a choice few retir'd, 
Tastes the pure pleasures of the rural life ; 
At the close of the day, when all nature is still, 
And Poets the sweets of retirement can prove, 
When nought but the whipperwill moans on the hill 
And nought but the mocking-bird sings in the grove, 
'Tis then by the light which the moon sheds around" 
While their harps ring symphonious they sit at their 
ease, [sound, 

And soothe the sad breast with their Lyre's thrilling 
Which echo returns as it floats on the breeze. 

A Poet now, who all day long r 
Had wish'd to utter forth his song, ^^ 

Yet, through the day, his note suspended Wr 

And yet, when eventide was ended, 
Began to feel, as well he nitght, 
For singing a keen-appetite; 
When, looking eagerly around, 
He found a task, that none had found, 
A theme made shining by his lay; 
And rising in his frolic play 

F 
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He rais'd it to Apollo's sight. 
The God receiv'd it with delight ! 

Then came to the feast a poor exile of Erin,> 

The strains of his harp were despondent and wild, 
For his country he sigh'd, tho' to Phoebus repairing, 

His sorrows he. felt by his presence beguil'd. 
But some messmates attracted his eyes, sad devotion, 

For they came from the bright Emerald Isle of the 
Ocean, 
For which in the glow of his heav'n touch'd emotion, 

He had fram'd the proud anthem of Erin go bragh. 

Ah, sad is thy fate ! sigh'd the heart-melting stranger, 
^""^Bhe wild deer, the wolf to their covert can flee, 
\fc j^^Paou hast no refuge from tyrants, or danger, 
m Since freedQm y nor safety remain not for thee; 
J Ah never again in those dear lovely bowers 

Where your fathers dwelt free, shall you know 
^ your own powers, 

Or your liberty tree e'er o'ershadow with flowers, 
.Or shout the proud anthem of Erin go bragh! 

And longer had he sung, but quick as light 
A northern Bard sprang bounding on the sight, 
And whilst his fingers ran the wires along, 
He softly smil'd and thus commenc'd his song: 
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Bards, wha hae wi' Phoebus sung, 
Bards, whose Lyres sae loud hae rung, 
Hear a lowly sangster,'iprung 

From where men ance were free! 
Now's the time, and now's the hour, 
Own the force of Phoebus' power, 
See, the God has bigg'd a bower, 

Among ye a' for me I 
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Wha of ye en mc looks brave? 
Wha wad stop my thrilling stave? 
Me, my guileless Lyre shall save, 

From dull oblivion free! 

Wha, for candor's potent law, 
Not aside from truth will draw, 
By me standi and by me fa'; 

Let him smile on me! 

Up stepp'd a Childe, who boasted lie had been, 
Not in the phrenzy of a dreamer's eye, 
Where proud Parnassu's lofty heights were seen, 
High soaring, snow clad, through their native sky, 
In all the pomp of mountain majesty. 
What marvel then that he should try to sing, 
Styling himself a humble passer by, , . 
WhiFst o'er his Lyre her mountain t&eezes fling 
Melodious numbers, and should mount as on thft 
Muse's wing? m 

Hereditary bondmen! sang he not? - m ' 

Who would be free themselves must strike the blow! 
Ye, who your time-fam'd fathers have forgot, 
Nor longer, with their ancient virtue, glow, 
Which laid in dust the proud despoilers low, 
No, not for you sliall Freedom's altar flame! 
Shades of the Helots! triumph o'er your foe ! 
Whose hills, whose dales, whose mountains are the 
same. [name. 

Greeks are they still eclep'd, yet Greeks are but in 

Him answer'd then a Bard, serene and mild, 
Deck'd in the garb Simplicity e'er wears, 

Whilst, as the Lyre he touch'd, Apollo p^l'd, 
And, o'er its strings, hung, rapturwjfofti tears. 



*' 
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Full many a soul, whom Greece hath never seen, 
The high, upsoaring wings of Time shall bear; 

Full many a Bard, who, bad Rome never been, [air. 
With heaveuliest themes, had charm'd the listening 

For knowledge to their eyes her ample page, \ 
Rich with the spoils of Time shall bland unroll; 

Whilst nought earth henrs shall chill their noble rage 4 
Nor freeze the genial currents of the soul. 



Apollo look'd; affd, bright, around him r throng, 
From western|1ig>rJds, tb' enrapturing sons of song; 

At length, their, faster-fingers touch the Lyre, 
And ]istening?3$ars with loftiest transports fire. 



* 



ears, entranced, the Bard of Vision's lay, 
hd fam'^^f cFingal's quaint and humorous play; 
Whilst youn^CT Bards, that meet his eager eye, 
<f> Now raise their themes, in tremulous beauty, high. 

▼The bursting gates "unfold, and lo! within 

His festive hall, in conscious worth they shine. 

Those well known forms his soul had own'd before, 

With brightest circlets grac'd of heavenly lore, 

Here deck'd with nobler fame, in living light, 

They look and move magnificently bright. 

Tho' one Bard he, in festive glee, 

Was, all- this while, a sporting, 

In antic strain and biting vein, 

And Sol's attention courting; 

Whilst there, I ween, some Bards were seen, 

The Bards the red flag rallies, 

Somewhat perplex'd — nay, sorely vex'd, 

To hear his cutting sallies. 

Then o'er the glittering wire another hung 

The heavens responsive echoed as he sung. 
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Ye Bards of Columbia, whose fathers have fought 
For the rights which, so oft, with you songs have 
been blended ! 
May ye Jong twine your Lyres^with /he wreathes 
they have bought, ^ dfr » 

And the sons sing the soil which iffe* fathers de- 
fended ! J* 
Midst the reign of mild pea£e, jf £ 
May your descants ne'er cea^L* 
T' excel ail the songs of old Ro^Bor old Greece; 
And ne'er be your States from the^Whion disjoin'd, 
Whilst a pulse moves the blood or^Hftioughi moves 
the mind. J^m 

The heavenly realms the glorious sounds proldHP 
Whilst thus another chants the sound il^fcong. 

Apollo! Apollo! in ecstacy rise," 
Thou light of the world, and thou eye of the skies! -. 
Columbia commands thee, withnpture behold, ** 
Whilst ages on ages her glories unfold ! 
Her reign is the last and the noblest of time, 
Ever fruitful in themes for ennobling her clime, 
liet the Bards of the olden time shrink from their 
fame [name. 

To the back ground recede, and yield rank to her 

Now one'Bard it seems, sirs, who good hours kept, 
Whilst they sat a singing, why he sat and slept, 
But, awak'd by the noise of their calling encore, 
lie bade them get out for they should sing no more, 
Derry down, &c. 

Now thi9 Bard so courteous, who thus snug reclin'd, 
Had a king's lauret wreath featly round his brow twin'ct 

F2 
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And taking for granted Apollo must own 
His merit, descanted of nought but a throne, 
Derry down, &c. 

'Tis latejftor yet these sons of fire 
Will cease to strike the sounding Lyre, 
But all at ©nee their notes aspire 

iithigh and mingling melody ;. 

When Phoebus^mfusM, and, with varing emotion, 

The aliped h^Bd bade silence proclaim; 
And thus to hi^His, circling round, in devotion, 

The silver-D^MGod spake the fiat of fame: 
So v arious ycftujffemes are, so richly inviting, 
4feo copiouJF in beauty, so ably maintained, 
That in tlojflul remain ; and, however delighting, 

Or this OBI or that have their merits sustained, 
No preference I give : But again I invite you 

To come to the feast I hereafter prepare ; 
With notice, in tinn^shall fair Hermes delight yon 

And each of you then to my ball shall repair. 
Hy fiat shall, after due time and reflection, 

Award what each Bard shall deserve for his name. 
And the hands of the Gods, to my voice in subjection, 

Shall circle your brows with the meed of your fame. 

i- 

Three full bowls of poetical rapture 

The Troy-born boy now presents on his knee* 

Each blithe Bard now carouses in nectar, 
And Phoebus to Hermes and Hermes to me. 

Wherewith infused, 
1 piped and mused, 
In strains now first used 
Such sports to declare ; 
And, oh, when again 
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That bright host shall convene, 

Sublim'd in bliss, I would wish to be there. 



LOVE AND MADNESS, 

•i 
A Fable from the Spanish. 

"Habiendo la Locuraffi 
"Con el Amor renido.* 

Love one day with Madness sparring, 
Of all guileless thought bereft, 

At a blow, his visage marring, 4£' 
Madness, blind, the youngster, left. 

Vengeance Venus from high heaven, 
(She a mother was, a wife,) 

Swift demands ; the skies are riven, 
With her mournful clamorous rite. 

Thus continues she her saying, 
(Showing to the Gods her son, 

Still to them for vengeance praying, 
Who his powers so oft had known.) 

What will Cupid's bow avail him, 

if to aim his darts aright, 
Eye and light shall erring fail him, 

Dimm'd in darkness endless night ! 

Let his wings away be taken, 
Take his ardent flight away. 
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If his wandering sight, mistaken, 
May not point its course its way! 

Still expecting that pursuing 

His employment, Love, tho' blind^ 

Punishment for him was brewing, 
As the culprit soon would find; 

President of the Assembly, 

Jupiter its silence brake, 
As the admiring powers stood wondering, 

Thus hisjhundering fiat spake : 

^ I ordain that Madness ever, 

From this instant, shall become 
Blind Lye's leader, ne'er to sever 
From his side, but with him roamt 



OUR NAVAL HEROES. 

- A SONG. 

Air — "The Duke of York y s March. 

m 

Strike the bold string! The sounding anthem raise? 
The heroes of our naval glory claim the high song ! 
Strike the string ! 
Whilst Time, upon the wing, 
Listening, stands to seize and spread their praise; 
O'er Ocean's waves, where, beaming, 
Freedom's bright stars are streaming; 
Where our war-ships, coursing fearless, wend their 
way along ! 
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Strike the sounding Lyre ! The song shall rise, 
Deathless, immortal, in thundering echoes to the skies 
With the bright wreaths of an immortality, 
To grace and crown our heroes of the sea! 

Borne by the swell of the wide extending main, 
'Old England, with her thronging navy, claim'd the 
Boasting wide [proud sway, 

Dominion o'er its tide, 
Vainly hectoring o'er its foamy plain ; 
Till o'er the briny ocean, 

Taught by the high devotion [the day. 

Of our Tars to Freedom's cause, she cowering yields 
Strike the sounding Lyre! the song shall rise, 
Deathless, immortal, in thund'ring echoes to the skies, 
With the bright wreaths of an immortality, 
To grace and crown our heroes of the sea! 



MARY DEAR. 
SONG. 

Mary dear! time may sever, 
Tear apart the bonds that hold us ; 

But the love which charms us ever, 
In its chain shall sweet infold us! 

Think but so! 

I have tried, and I have prov'd thee, 
In each change that Time could borrow. 

E'er, as when at first I lov'd thee, 
Soother bland of every sorrow, 

Grief or woe ! 
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Time has fled whilst pledges smiling 
Guarantee each holy pleasure; 

Prattling loves, our cares beguiling^ 
Fill our cup in rounded measure. 

Yes 'tis so ! 

Mary dear/ death may hover, 
Round our dwelling to divide us: 

But he cannot kill the lover: 
Love shall Jive, whate'er betide us., 

Weal or woe/ 



A SONG. 

Air — "Draw the sword Scotland f* 

Raise the song Columbia! 
The pealing note raise high! 

Raise the song Columbia! 
And shout in victory! 

Lo/ the conquering hero comes! 

Sound, ye trumpets! beat ye drums! 
Let the swelling clarion blast peal the note of Fame; 

With its silvery tones prolong 

Deathless worth in deathless song! [name! 

Hail, in loudest plaudits hail, your honor'd Ripley 1 ** 

Victory, on his banners, 

Spreads broad her wings, in light! 

Victorv on his banners, 

Returns him from the fight! 

Lo, the foe is prostrate now; 



AMERICAN LYRICS. 77 

At his feet they suppliant bow, 
Where his dreaded broadsword flash'd in angry gleam; 

Let the welkin ring, with glee, 

Bursting forth in melody, [name! 

To hail in loudest plaudits your honor'd RipleyV 

Round his brows, Columbia! 

E'er mindful ot the past," 
Round his brows, Columbia, 

Your laurel garlands cast! 
Thus may Freedom's chaplets twin'd, 
Valorous brows encircling bind, 
As the voice of freemen the meed of worth proclaim, 
Whilst the Lyre, in rapture flings 
High to heaven its sounding strings, 
And claims a proud remembrance for your honoured 

Ripley's name/ 



THE DEATH OF PIKE. 

Air — "Bissextile March." 

Where ruin'd Torento weeps sad, in decay, 
Where, tearful, o'er Time's ruthless ravage it mourns; 

Where mournfully grand the dark ocean lakes spray 
Breaks rough o'er the shore which her hero inurns, 

Columbia, in sorrow, her tresses unbound, 
Disconsolate, wild in her agony, stood; 

Whilst low sullen echoes responded the sound, 
Thus she vented her grief to the answering flood.. 
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Ah, why, O, ye waves, did ye bear, on your tide, 
Ah, why, O, ye winds, to this ill -omen 'd shore, 

My hero, my Pike, my delight and my pride, 
To bless the fond eye of his country no more! 

Yet, if valour, if worth, or if honour shall live* 
Or virtue from death's gloomy mansions reclaim; 

Thy spirit dwells blest, and thy name shall survive, 
To dazzle in glory and flourish in fame/ 

Tho' sad, we lament thee, tho grieving we mourn, 
Remembrance thy worth shall embalm in her grief; 

Fond Mem'ry, thy glory, thy name shall inurn, 
Thy fame to her bosom shall yield its relief/ 

Live deathless, my Pike/ live immortal and blest! 
Columbia her garlands entwineB round thy name: 

Like the flag, which thy head proud in victory prest, 
Though thy dust moulder here shah thou flourish in 
fame! 



THE AMERICAN EAGLE. 

A Sapphic Ode. 

Where Alleghany's lofty brows rise beetling, 
Lifting their peaks, in grandeur variform, high, 
Snow-clad, and glittering with the lambent beautie* 

Shot from the sun-beams, 

On the broad wing expansive, skyward soaring, 
Tow'rs, in his flight aerial, o'er their summits, 
Freedom's proud bird, in loftiest gyrations, 

Toward the bright day-source. 
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Higher he soars, with eye upturned, undazzled, 
Viewing unblenching,. on his piercing vision, 
Floods of supernal and transcendent brightness 

Flashing their splendours. 

Such not the bird, bright emblem of thy glories, 
Rome, which thy armies led to fame and conquest, 
When thy proud Clesars, trampling on the world, 

Rule universal! [sought, 

Such not the bird which Austrian sloth assumeth, 
Such not the bird which, o'er thy rocky heights, wild 
Soaring, Italia, on thy plains bore ruthless 

France's Dictator. 

Emblem of glory ! be thy flight still onward ! 
Such, O, Columbia, be thy upward rising, 
Borne on the wings of thy transcendent greatness, 

Greatness unrivalled I 



THE MOCKING BIRD. 

Like the silvery melody 

6f fairy choirs of light, 
Hark! what 'witching notes float wild 

Upon the moonlit night. 
'Tis the warbling Mocking-bird, 

Of all the feathery train 
The lovliest and the chariest Bard 

That pours the varying strain* 



G 
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Ever changing, ever sweet, 

What mingling notes resound, ' 
As Silence, tip-toe, stands to hear 

And catch the quivering sound ; 
Whilst Echo, from her hills and dells, 

Uprising, on the night, 
Respondentia, in rapture, swell*' 

JVith answers of delight. 

Breathe, O feathery songster, breathe 
That dulcet strain once more, . 
Stealing o'er my soul, in blips, 
Like Siren song of yore; 
Whilst flutteringly, on rising wing, 

Thy tiny, antic feet 
The measure of each thrilling fall, , 
In festive movements, beat. 

Oh, what joys thy breast inspire, 

Thou Poet of thy kind, 
As thy enrapturing notes rise, rich 

In transports, on the wind; * 

And, from thy laboring bosom, break 

Such strains divinely fair 
As spirits bless'd might deign to list, 

Or angels deign to hear. 
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OUR UNION. 

A SONG, ** 

■ Am— " Allen o mot k. rr 

Xet demagogues rave, and let demagogues rage, 
In the warfare of words, deeply incens'd, engage; 
~l«et ambition to rise prompt the spleen of their tongues 
We will stand by our rights though \hdy rail act their 
wrongs. 

Whilst to threats, and to words their attempts are 

confln'd,- 
At their wrath we can smile as we would at the wind: 
But, if anarchy e'er should war's demons send forth, 
It shall learn, to itB cost, what our union is worth.* 

• * 

We Took to the times when our fore-fathers stood, 
And the rights of their sons rendered dear with their 

blood ; 
When their honor, their fortunes, their lives were 

engaged, 
And when freemen, in union, the war struggle wag'd. 

The charters we hold are the price of their toil, 
And their blood hath ennobl'd each sod of the soil : 
Every hill, dale and stream speaks aloud of their fame 
As, united, we glow at the sheen of their name. 

Oh ne'er rise that hand, and that heart ne'er be born, 
Which would wish one bright star from our flag to 

be torn; 
And should faction e'er will to send war's demon forth 
Jt shall learn, to its cost, what our Union is worth*. 
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E PLURIBUS UNUM. 
*J A SONG. 

Air — "A sprig of Shelala and Shamrock " fyc. 

Tho' many the States where. proud Freedom resides. 
And tho 9 various her shores, wash 'd by oceai*#tretcb'<i 

tides, 
To our foes, t>r without, or within, be it known, 
That tho' many in peace, yet in war we are one. 

We boast not the glories of conquest or war, 
Or of millions oppress'd bound in wrath to our car, 
Or off 'rings which slaves, trembling, bear to a throne 
We ajjf men ; We are free ; and i n heart we are one. 

Those trappings, which power round its tyranny 

throws, 
As a veil which would hide from a people its woe*, 
We laugh at, in scorn, ancj indignantly spurn: 
We're the lords of ourselves, in equality one. 

m 

Tho' peace, olive peace be our joy and delight, 
And we seek not the rage of the death-bearing fight; 
Should foes tempt our ire, they shall soon learn to own 
That, in friendship though many, in war*we are one) 



TO JOHN JONES, THE REGICIDE,. 

P, spirit of my ancestor renown'd , 

Thou patriot freeman, and thou foe to kings, 
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(If souls departed, from their bliss profound, 

Attend the progress of sublunar things, 
And, anxious, watch our devious fates below ;)* - 

Bend o'er the ardour of my aounding strings; 
(Which, with the pride of Freedom's generous glo^ 

Mounts, on the flight of filial duty's wings, 
To «all thy fond attention here below,) [throw.- 

Whilst round thy name Fame's fadeless wreaths I 

Though thee and thy compeers, a glorious band, 

The fawning slaves of royalty revile, 
Scattering their slanders, with unsparing hand, 

O'er the bow'd region of thy native Isle, 
Your memories Truth shall, with serenest smile, 

E'er greet, as History's page she doth unfold, 
And Freedom place withjii her fene' the while 

Your names where i'reeiu^B: snail their woftJ|jj>eholfl 
On deathless cofcims g&y'& i>f adamant ad^gold. 

What though, thou aged patriarch, thy head, 

Blanch'd with the snows of eighty winters, fell 
A victim to the ruthless storm, that sped, 

Resistless, o'er thee, with its torrent swell, 
Nought can its rage of thy remembrance tell, 

Save firm devotion to the cause .^r.man — 
That thou wouldst not in tame.sub^ra&ice dwell,'' 

When o'er thy realm the flame o'f freedom n*«> 
But with it lit thy to remand shouted hi its van* 

Serenely thou and smiling Jgaj^d thy fate, 

(Not much could tyranny abridge thy,days,) 
Whist thy compeers, witli. countenance.; elated 
JThee join'd, the sou tiding inetody to raiser- 
Adoring the high *soiirco of Jife and praise, 

About to mount before h?4 throne ofbliss^ 
Blot dubious, jior with fervour lacking lays, 

G2 
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But with assurance, placid, firm ; in this, 
To hkn, alone, as in all other acts of life, submiss* 

ifrch thou appearedst in the battle storm, 

When younger days their youthful fervour lent, * 
When the bold pulse sprang vigorous and warm, 

And the rough carnage shock was round thee blent, 
When fainting foes, beneath thy onset spent, 

Sunk cowering, by thine eye appall'd, dismay'd* 
When to thy destiny their standards bent 

Their bloody folds, and Victory display'd 
Thine ensigns high* in her own pomp array'd* 

Such thou appearedst in the council hall 

Of that Consistory which rul'd the land, 
Thither ascended, by thy country's call, 

(Qdkks lov'd empire to assume command,) 
WiH^Sages, like thyself in virtue %land, 

And execute its laws with placid sway, 
When Britain shone, emancipate and grand, 

Beneath ( the sunshine of a healthier day, 
And Liberty and Love shed round their gentlest ray; 

Such thou appearedst on the judgment seat 
"* Of* that high Court which* tried a felon king, 
Trampling proud prejudice beneath thy feet, 

[at round his brows a reverend awe would fling, 

a guilty and polluted thing «, 

fofffche just judgment of a realm opprest; 
at time she rose to vengeance, on the wing 
f liberty regain'd, and, from her breast, [redrest. 
'd the red tyrant to the ground and all her woe**- 

Did Brutus, when, amidst the brave and free, 
O'er prostrate tyranny he wav'd the brand, 
Rise more augustly great in majesty, 
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Shaking in vengeance high his blood-stain'd hand. 
Than thou and thy com|>atriots, godlike hand, 

Who, by a nation's voice invok'd, sedate 
In solemn conclave met, severely grand, [land. 

A felon king adjudg'd and purg'd a crime stain'd- 

Long in this laud of liberty the blest, 

Far from the reach of proud oppression's sway, 
Spuming the thraldom which their sires opprest, 

The destiny mourning of thy latter day, 
Have thy free sons an emulating ray, [flame 

From thy high worth, deriv'd, which, with the 
Of Freedonfs pyre, shall ever mingling play 

Whilst time shall last, e'er mindfnl of the fame 
Due to the deathless worth of thy unsullied name. 



* 



POCAHONTAS. 

Second Sapphic Ode. 

Dark rolling, high in eddying wreathes uprising, 
Curls the red flame, the faggot-fire surmounting, ■? 
Awfully grand, majestically awful, •■ ^^^ 

Borne on the breezes; 3flE 

Where, round its pyre, with scowling aspect ruthless, 
Dance the red natives of the savage forest, 
Chanting the* death song, dissonantly hideous, 

Loud on the wind-blast. 



86 AMERICAN LYRICS. 

• 

Pale, on the ground, in mournful resignation, 
Bound, the white victim, powerless and aidless, 
Stretch'd at his length, lies and awaits, expectant. 

Death's keenest terrors. 

Doom'd to a fate to stoutest hearts appalling, 
Where nor relief nor blander hope might solace, 
Where no fond eye, the kindly tear drop shedding, 

Weeping might soothe him: • 

Mournful he lies. Yet on that Gqd depending [hhr 
Who o'er the broad waves wjld, expanse, had born 
Trusting in him, regardless of the threatening 

Terrors ground ljiim. 

Red^Hies the pyre. Death, present, stands upliftin; 
Hi^pPer his head, the ready axe, relentless, 
Whilst the stern Chieftain waits to give the signal 

Frowning beside him. 

When bounding lightly o'er the grassy herbage, 
Sylph-like, etherial, as some mountain Goddess^ 
Deck'd in the brightness of her native graces, 

Stands Pocahontas. 

Gazing she stands, uncali'd, and on that victini 
Fixing her eyes withu varying emotion, 
ill in her breast a new ^fwoy mighty feeling 

Pro*mKs*. 1m3p to r action. 

• * ■_,•■*• * **. . 

Swifter than light she flies, that chief ; enibr&cing, 
Clings to his form, and, with her frantic gestures^ 
Calls for his life, with ajyoniz'd devotirtn,- : '•'-- 

- Pleading -resistless.' ■.-.".' 




/■ 
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Stern stands the chief, her sire, in silence gloomy, * 
Bent on the death, till nature warms within him, 
And the soft sighs o£ filial beauty move him, 

Conquering his harshness. 

What could not then the power of man accomplish, 
Beauty and infant innocence effected, 
And the red war chief melting into softness, 

Yielded his victim. 




TO THE DISTANT FLUTE. 

Whilst the stilly reign of night 

The silvery moon assumes, 
And, with her beamy sheeny light 

The placid air relumes, 
How sweet, upon the listning ear, 

Sounds music's mellow lay, 
On zephyry breezes borne, from far, 

To steal the soul away! m 

Every fragrant leaflet lies, «** j! 

■ As though entranced in bliss, 
And, rapt, the soul, in fancy flies * 

To other worlds, from this : 
Bright Imagination blends 

Her fairy charms around, 
And to empyreal joys ascends 

Upon the wings of sound. *^ 
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t Hark ! that heavenly lay again ! 

Some spirit df the air 
Might seem to breathe that dulcet strain, 

So blandly sweet and fair ! 
Ah, what rapturous transport fires 

My breast ; what joys control 
To equal those thy Jay inspires, 

Soft seizing on the soul \ 



9 
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THE^TESTAMENT OF DON QUIXOTTE 

A ROMANCE, 
Imitated from the Spanish. 

"De nn mohmiento de hnesos, 
"A pnro« paloa y piedras, 
"Don Quixotte de la Mancha, 
"Yace doliente, y sin fuerzas." 

Bruis'd, and broken-bon'd, lies panting 
De la Mancha's famous knight, 

To a jelly smash'd, and moaning, 
Forceless for another figbt. -T . 



^' On a mat his form, extending, 

Cover'dby his shield, he lies, 
Slowly, like a tortoise, drawing 
Fortji his head, to view the skies: 



And the Notary seeing near him, 
With a weak and grating croak, 



AMERICAN LYRICS. 

Him he thus, betweelfchis grinders 
Fqr the want of teeth, bespoke : 

Write, gt)od Cavalier, directly, 

Write thou this: May God maintain 

This my testament and will that 
As my last thou must sustain. 

In it, by his wise permission,' 
See thou dost at usance save 

What is proper for my station 
When I life no longer have. 



£ 



To the earth I leave ray body- 
Let it there lie snug and warm, 

3ince there's scarcely of its leanness" 
Left a morsel for the worm. 

In the sheath of my toledo 

Let my body carried be, 
Which will be sufficient coffin. 

For its vast tenuity. 

Let them carry me, embalsam'd, 
In the church to lay my bones, 

And above where I am lying 
Write on the sepulchral stones : 

Here Don Quixotte is a lying, 
He who, Provinces throughout, 

Wrongs avengM, and made the vicious 
From their vices turn about. 



I to Sancho leave the Islands, 
Of my many fights the gains, 



/•• 
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Who, if he remains not wealthy, 
Still an Islanoer remains. 

• 

Item. To my Rosinate, I 

Leave each meadow and eaeh wood, 
Whom I pray the heavenly seignor 

To provide with food that's good. 

But old age and sour misfortune 
Leave 1 messmates of her toil 

And my crosses all to think of 
As she nips the grassy Soil. 

bequeath the Moor enchanted 
11 the buffets on the head, 
ich he at the Inn door gave me: 

At the moment that he fled. 

To the driver of the mules I 
Those proud kicks again return 

Which they gave me, for discharge, 
By shoulders and by conscience borneY 

Of the cudgels to me given, 

To my Dulcinea good 
I bequeath, to pass the winter, 

One full hundred cords of wood. 

I my sword unto a tenter 

Hook commend to, naked, take 

Nothing o'er its shining surface 
Save the rust that time may make. 

I my lance give for a besom, 
With the which they may brush down 

t 
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Spiders from the wall, a* though it 
Were St. George's very own. 

Bat my shoulder-piece and breast-plate, 

Gauntlets, gorge and visor, 1 
To the Quixotte house must entail, 

Heirlooms of the family. 

And the half of all the chattels 

That remain me now I grant 
And devise to pious uses: 

Princesses may rescue want. 



I command, in lieu of masses, 
Tournaments, jousts, fetes to be 

Loudly heralded, that all may 
Know they masses are for me. 

I of Greece Don Belianis 

And Del Febo's Chevalier, 
With Esplandian, him of Xergas, 

My Executors declare. 

So far thou, wise Sancho Panza, 
Listening heard what he might say, 

Whilst his hoarse and fluttering accents 
In fantastic follies stray. 

O, my senior, 'tis not reason, 

When account thou now must give 

To the Lord, who thee created, 
On thy tongue such follies live. 

Sancho, senior, 'tis bespeaks thee 
Standing sad at thy bed head. 



II 



* 
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And a storm of rain and hail be, 
Weeping torrents, seems to shed. 

Take the Priest that doth confess thee, 

Per- Anton, the Regidor, 
With the goatherd GiJ Pancheca 

For your third Executor. 

Let alone your Esplandions ! 

Since they've cost us such unrest, 
Call ye, in this straight, to aid ye, 

Rather some religious priest ! 



* 



yfe\\ thou say'st, replied Don Quixotte, 
With a tender voice t thy doom . 
e then the Waste Mount to seek and 
Tell Beltenebros to come ! 



Here appear'd the extreme unction, 
By the priest held, near the door: 

But when he beheld the surplice 
And the candle which he bore, 

There, said he, the sage himself is, 
Come from his enchantment dread. 

And straightway the good Hidalgo 
Rais'd, to speak to him, his head. 

But perceiving that there falter'd 

Judgment, life, and tongue and sight, 

Thence the scribe, forthwith departed, 
And the priest betook to flight. 



■»■ *- 
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THE DEATH OF TECUMSEH. 

Wild the battle-shock is raging, 

Loud the deadly rifles peal, 
Where Columbia's sons engaging, s 

Breast the foe and shake the steel. 

Fate in every vollev sending. 

FJies the whizzing death-shot dread ; 
Doubling drums and clarions blending, 

Sound their requiem round the dead. 

Mingling in the strife of battle, 

Horror's lurid torches flash 
Wild amid the rifle's rattle, Jtk 

And the broadsword's sweeping clasnNt 

Veteran foes from o'er the ocean, 

Savage allies from the wood, 
Seek the dread and dire commotion, 

Brothers in the strife of blood. 

Hireling butchers, venal legions, 
To the crimson onslaught train'd, 

Deem a fame, in other regions 

Bought, shall still be here maiutain'd. 

But, amid their lordly powers, 

Bom of stern and savage, race, 
Dark in wrath an eye glance lour* 

Haughtier beams a chieftain face. 



r> 



'Tis Tecumseh, foeman daring, 
Pride of all the forest bands, 

K'cr against the white man warring, 
In the front of battle stands! 
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By his eye's terrific gleaming, 

By his stern stentorian call, 
Round him wild the war-whoop screaming, 

Rush his tribes to fight or fall. 

Like the leaves of winter, spreading 
O'er the wild and dreary waste, 

Which the scattering winds are shedding, 
To his voice they thronging haste. 

High above their ranks a tow 'ring, 

Rising stern his lofty head, 
On the foe relentless louring, 

Gleams with wrath and strikes with dread. 



#•. 



As the blast of battle rages, 
Or in sinking murmurs dies^ 

Gloomy he the war-storm wages 
Or to rouse the carnage flies. 

Where the war-blast sounds the loudest, 
Where the aged Shelby stands, 

Heroes, equal to the proudest, 

Rush to breast those savage bauds. 

Round that Chief, with vigor wielded. 
Flashes bright the burnish'd steel, 

Tho' by youth and numbers shielded,, 
Still his force the foemeu feel. 

There the tide of battle wendeth, 
Thither bends the course of fight, 

Where his broadsword flash descendeth 
Gloomy as the flames of night. 

Fiercer still, and wrapt in horror, 
Wild they strive with panting breath,. 



'» 
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And from rage new strength they borrow 
For the contest stern of death. 

Now Columbia's sons are turning, 

By the might of numbers prest, 
On their cheeks the red flush burning 

Of the pride that fires their breast. 

Then again, their forces rallying, 

With resistless ardor borne, 
On the foe impetuous sallying, 

Vict'ry's crimson tide they turn. 

Now the savage foemen flying, 

Safety fearful seek in flight, 1ft 

Or, o'er mountain heaps of dying, 

Shouting wage the carnage fight. 

Then Tecumseh's voice astounding, 

Louder than the clarion dread, 
Back their flight recalls, resounding 

Like the trump that wakes the dead. 

But one soul of lofty daring, 

Who had led Kentucky's bands, 
In the van of battle warring, 

Firm that Chieftain's wrath withstands. 

Fearless on the red chief rushing, 
Rein'd, he drives his gallant steed; 

From his wounds the life blood gushing 
Quell not still the deathless deed. 

Stern they stand, each other facing, 
High Tecumseh, Johnson proud, 

H2 
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In each other's feature? tracing 
What had feebler bosoms cow'd. 

Both at once the death stroke lifting, 
Both at once for fight prepar'd, 

Both with powers relistless gifted, 
Each the adverse foeman dar'd. 

On the ground together falling, 
Either chieftain nerveless lies, 

And, in anguish'd groans appalling, 
Stern Tecumseh's spirit flies. 

Vict'ry with her golden tresses, 
'.0 Now, to quell the rage of fight, 
* Fair Columbia's banners blesses 

With her conquest garlands bright. 

From the field of strife, victorious, 
Joyous march that gallant band, 

And Tecumseh's conqueror glorious 
Lives to bless his native land. 



OUR FIRE-SIDE AND OUR HOME. 

A SONG. 
Air— "Will you come to the bowery 

When the burdens of life lie in grief on the breast, 
And our bosom's with care's cankering sorrows op- 
prest ; 
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When misfortune adverse glooms, in frowns o c er our 

day, 
And abroad beams no light of more prosperous ray; 
From the louring storm we fly, and trail quiliz'd we 

come 
To seek the soothing solace of our fireside and our 

home. 

There's a spell in the name, and a charm in the word, 
Which the dull forms of life ever fail to afford; 
And wc turn, in despair, from its tasteless routine 
Of joyless delights, with disgust and chagrin, 
To where a purer bliss resides, and thither, blest, we 

come, 
To seek the blander comfort of our fireside and our 

home. 

*Tis the centre of bliss, 'tis the joy of the soul ! 
Where the turmoils of life claim nor share nor control; 
Where the features we view and the eyes that we meet 
Beam, in friendship, a rapture ineffably sweet; 
And Love around smiles cheeringly, and hails us as 

we come 
To seek the balmy comforts of our fireside and our 

home. 



A SONG. 



There's a witchery in the smiling, 
Open-beaming of the eyes, 

When, delightfully beguiling, 
From the glance of love it flies : 
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Like the ray of sunset spreading 
O'er the fleecy clouds its gleam, 

On the soul a transport shedding 
Brighter than youth's fervid dream. 

There's a witchery in the charming, 

Playful smile and dimpled cheek, 
When, each fear, each doubt disarming, 

Tjiey of love, of rapture speak: 
O'er the soul, their magic, throwing, 

With a soft resistless spell, 
Which alone the ardent glowing 

Of the answering glance can tell. 

There's a witchery in the blushes 

Glowing tint and vermeil hue, 
When in modesty it flushes, 

Deepening on the gazing view; 
O'er {he soul with rapture glancing, 

Sweet as iqorning's early light, 
Every throbbing pulse entrancing, 

Peerlessly in beauty bright. 



HENRY AND EMELINE. 

A ROMANCE. 

The sun had gone down, and 1 the winds whistPd shrill 

And lonely they sang o'er the moor; 
The night it was dreary, the night it was chill, 
The low hollow murmurs moan'd sad o'er each hill, 

As fair Emeline sigh'd at her door 
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She sigh'd : for her Henry had left her to mourn, 

And many a long year had been fled ; 
The rose from her cheek Time had withering torn: 
Her hue it was wan, and the grace it was shorn. 
Which in youth o'er its bloom had been shed. 

Tho' suitors full many their off'rings had press'd, 

And many their love had preferr'd; 
Tho' oft, at her feet, they its warmth had confess'd, 
And their homage and vows had with ardor address'd, 

Yet indifferent their proffers she heard. 

For buried she deem'd, in the graves' sombre gloom,, 

AJone, on some far distant shore, 
Her Henry reclin'd in the night of the tomb, 
Where her heart buried too must partake of his doom, 

Nor e'er dream of felicity more. 

For Henry had gone, not unfaithful, to gain, 

('Twas poverty forc'd him to roam,) 
A competence proud from the watery main, 
Thro' toil and thro' labor, thro' peril and pain* 

To secure for his lov'd one a home. 

But hours had roll'd on, and the time pass'd away, 

And year aTter year sadly sped ; 
Ntffjjbnry return'd with the oft look'd for day, 
Tiu§& tore from her breast hope's last lingering ray, 

And she deemed that her lover was deaJ. 

As mournfully musing she thinks on the past 

The night glooms in horror around, 
And deeper the shades o'rr the prospects are cast 
In darkness, when loud on the rough sounding blast 

The clattering of horses resound. 



159 521 
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The storm cloud has burst, in its wrath, o'er the land, 

When, as round her cot wild the winds roar, 
Before it, drench'd deeply, two travellers stand, 
And, eagerly pressing, a covert demand 
From the rains that in cataracts pour. 

Unbarr'd is the door; on the strangers she gaz'd< 

Their forms were unknown to her view; 
The hearth-flame, industrious, in kindness she rais'o 
Reviving, the warmth of the faggot-fire blaz'd, 
As their seats round its crackling she drew. 

The cloak and the hat had the one thrown aside, 

And gratitude's tribute had paid ; 
The other retain'd them, thro' whim or thro' pride, 
As anxious his faee in concealment to hide, 

Of observancy seeming afraid. 

'Tis his way, said the one who was spokesman for both 

He a long absent mistress deplores, 
And his silence is bound to the deed by an oath 
Till assur'd of her loss or assur'd of her worth 

He retain or relinquish these shores. 

We are friends, and a third we have left o'er the wavt* 

Whom Hymen forbade to depart, 
My sister, who owes to the arm of the brave JKjf 
A life by it snatch'd from a watery grave, **V-.-% 

Repays with her hand and her heart. - jfc 

But yet to his joy there a drawback remains, 

A fair one he left here behiad;^ 
And me he commission'd to solace her pains, 
If for him she yet sighs, if for him yet retains 

Affection, still constant and kind. 
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.4.nd this is the sign which our Henry hath sent, 

A braid of her own raven hair ; 
A gift from the maid, when, departing, he rent 
His soul from her charms, and in agony went 

No more to return to the fair. 

He said, and displayed it, fair Emeline knew 

The token, her own lovely braid; 
And low at the sight bent the head where it grew, 
The yet lingering tint from her features withdrew, 

On the floor sank the heart striken maid. 

With gentle respect and with tender regret 

The stranger the fair one uprais'd ; 
With the lymph that was near him her temples he wet, 
And chaf'd them with care, till his eye pitying met 

Her eye that in languidness gaz'd, 

And to life she return'd. Ah, forgive me, he cried, 

If anguish my story hath given ! 
Aningrate, who thus hath thy^constancy tried, 
Thy truth hath deserted, thy love hath denied, 

Is unworthy of thee or of heaven. 

Forget him! nor waste on the false one a pain, 

A recreant to Love and to thee! 
Long time have I sought amongst woman, in vain, 
Such constancy, truth and such virtue to gain 

As here in thy person I see. 

Nor longer I roam, if thy breast may perceive 

A flame more auspiciously kind: 
My kindness thy wants thy regrets shall relieve, 
Nor more shall thy bosom his fickleness grieve- 

Who left thee in sorrow behind. 
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For ample my wealth is, and fortune shall blend 

Around thee its bliss and its zest, 
Thy footsteps content shall unceasing attend, 
And Love o'er thy pillow in transport descend 

In joy to the couch of thy rest. 

He said but the fair one no answer return'd, 

For speechless she sat in her grief ; 
The anguish'd dart deep in her bosom inurn'd, 
With fires unextinguish'd in agony burn'd, 

Nor tears gave their balmy relief. 

Forbear! cried the other, in mercy forbear, 

No longer that bosom molest ! 
He sprang to the seat of the wondering fair — 
That voice — 'twas her Henry's — sank deep in her ear 

As he clasp'd her m joy to his breast: 

For Fortune his toils and his hardships had blest, 

And swift to his own native shore, 
He had flown, from the realms of the far distant west, 
On the wings of the winds, to press fond to his breast 

His own lovely Maid of the Moor. 



SONG OF THE POLISH EMIGRANTS. 

Fare thee well, Poland! Fare thee well! 

We fly from thy shore, o'er the dark blue sea, 
To the land where fetterless freemen dwell 

And Freedom smiles o'er the ocean lea; 
There a beacon -star shines steady and bright, 

For freemen's hands have lit the pyre, 
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The watch-flame of Liberty's deathless light, 
That burns with a proud and unquenchable tire 

To point to the spot where the free may dwell : 
So, fare thee well, Poland! Fare thee well I 

Fare thee well, Poland! Fare thee well ! 

Dear land of ou r birth now oppress'd and bow'd, 
Where myriad legions the triumph swell 

Of the haughtiness stern of a victor proud ! 
The sons of the Jagellons, there, in vain, 

A hardy, small, but patriot band, 
The battle-shock seek on the blood-stain'd plain 

To breast and its numberless hosts withstand; 
But their arm is weak : and war's tocsin knell 

Sounds a dirge to thy freedom: so fare thee wel^! 



y 



Fare thee well, Poland ! Fare thee well ! 

We fly, from stern Europe's carnage strand, 
To climes, where, in harfhony mingling, dwell 

Strong bands and firm hearts of every land; 
Where, hovering o'er the brave and free, 

Fam'd Kosciusko's proud shade has fled, 
And high Pulaski's bright chivalry 

Sports in the van of the mighty dead, 
And our advent hails to where freemen dwell: 

So fare well for ever ! fare thee well ! 



AN ANACREONTIC* & t 

As Love, one day, in sportive mood, 

On fluttering pinions flyin«r, 
Saw where the beauteous Lyris stood, 

I 
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Her pearly tear-drops drying, 
He stopp'd, upon the fair to gaze, 

And straight forgot his calling ; 
For from her eyes, in trickling chase, 

Dews, bright as morn's, were falling. 

* Compassion touch'd his soul — he read 

What caus'd her grief and anguish; 
For Colin from her sighs had fled, 

And left her sad to languish. 
With soothing, voice, the weeping maid 

His services he profter'd, 
And to relieve her woes an aid 

Benevolently offered. 

No more, said he, the ingrate weep, 

This shaft shall do its duty, 
These dewy gems its point shall steep. 

The lovliest charth of beauty. 
Its magic pointing, thus imbued, 

A conquering power shall carry, 
Nor longer shall his heart subdued 

From thee in coldness tarry. 



A HUNTING SONG. 

The %oft yellqvr morn in resplendency glows : 

Every leaflet lies quiet and still : 
#he mellow horn breaks on the huntsman repose, 

v As it winds o'er each dale and each hill : 
grousing, he springs from the couch of his rest: 
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Around him, the hounds snuff the air: 
The gallant steed chafes, by the rowel-points prest: 
And all for the pastime prepare. 

The sportsmen are met, and their posts are assign'd: 

The dogs course in silence around ; 
Till Towzer the wild deer scents far on the wind, 

And the woodlands, awaken'd, resound. 
The loud opening pack spring, with joy, for the prize; 

The stag leaps, aniaz'd, from his lair; 
Aud, fleet, o'er the vale, from his covert, he flies, 

TJrg'd amain by his fright and his fear. 

B#t vainly he flies, for the foes are around. 

Poor stag ! Yet thy misery is short ! 
The rifle hath laid thee full low on the ground, — 

An end to thy toils and their sport. 
The joy of the huntsman lies not in thy woes, 

And pity now beams from his face: 
The high rousing relish and zest that he knows 

Tlows alone from pursuit and the chace. 



A SONG. 



Though Fortune her favours shower lavish and free-, 

And surround us with wealth or with glory; 
Though Fame shrine our names in l*er high registry^ 

To e'er sound or in song or in stojqp: 
A void is still left — and a something remairfs, 

That may satiate the soul's warm desires. * 
What is it the earth's ample orbit contains/ 

To limit or smother its fires? 



i 



..;* 



I 



106 AMERICAN LYRICS. 

When Macedon's Chief had surceas'd from his toils, 

When the world bow'd, in reverence, before him, 
He wept, in the midst of its wrecks and its spoils, 

That there were not new worlds to adore him. 
Oh! where is the bourn? And, oh! where is the goal, 

Or the rest that content may reside in? 
That the e'er longing, e'er craving grasp of the souj 

May seize on, in joy, to abide in? 

What station soe'er then is granted our lot, 

What part to perform here assign'd us; 
As a like fate it yields us, it matters us not 

If one fair or adverse be design 'd us. 
In entity's scale, bright, above us, we see * 

Beings nobler, more glorious, high dwelling 1 ; 
As many below as above, in degree 

Inferior, yet others excelling. 

Oh! say then, Ambition, what form, shape or fac« 

Thou may'st have selected soever, 
This question resolve — 'tis an end to the chace — 

Canst thou be the Almighty? no, never ! 
Oh, bow then in dust ! Oh, bow then in dust! 

Be your state e'er so bright or respl^Pent, 
Since bend, ye high spirits and proud ones, ye must, 

To a power than your own more transcendent. 



.How oft, in visions of the night, 

On fancy's pinions borne, 
Whence boreal stars, in lambent light, 

A borrow'd grace return, 
Hast thou, O spark of heavenly fire. 
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In transit swift as thought, 
Amidst the beamy moon-led choir, 
Thy fluttering passage sought; 

And, as a bird on feathery wing, 

Pursued the upward course, 
Where distant worlds, returning, spring 

To hail their fount and source ; 
Or, entering in the concave deep 

Of earth's internal sphere, 
Gaz'd on the liquid fiery sweep 

Of wavy torrents there ! 

Saw'st thou not the huge earth lay, 

A crust upon that mass, 
Like a cloudy veil of sombre ray 

O'er a mirror'd sea of glass ; 
Whilst, rising from its wave iriflam'd, 

From forth earth's porous rind, 
The latent heats the wonders fram'd 

Of dew, cloud, rain, and wind ! 

Didst thou not dream, against all rules 

Of philosophic lore, 
Taught by the wise-heads of the schools 

Who rack'd their brains of yore, 
That rho' the sun apparently 

Both light and heat mav seem, 
That fact perhaps may chance to be 

As baseless as thy dream? 

Flint and steel may fire display; 

So may the sun and earth 
To light,"by atmospheric ray 

Commingling, yield a birth; 
Tho' neither flint nor steel are fire ; 

12 
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Nor earth nor sun that light, 
But agents solely that expire 
Rays blent to cheer the sight. 

Whither will not Fancy's wings, 

Excursive, urge the way, 
When, upwardly, she, sportive, springs 
* Where fairy visions play ! 
And ofVthe musing day-dream wild 

A course as vagrant takes, 
And wantons on, till reason mild 

The magic slumber breaks. 



ADDRESS TO FAMfc. 

Oh, Fame,* what art thou but a breath, * 

A breath of empty air, 
Intangible, unfelt, since Death 

Can sole thy chaplets wear ! 
The wise, "the virtuous seek thee not", 

Nor. have the good a need ; 
The chaste, the gentle are forgot, 

Nor wear thy palmy meed ! 

But o'er the silent dreamless bed, 

In which we mouldering lie, 
To charm the living, not the dead, 

Thy flattering pageants. fly. 
Who hears thee from that dismal bourn 4 ? 

Who lists thy proud acclaim? 
When shall the far-fam'd soul return 

To hail a hallowed name? 
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But yet though reason teacheth this, 

To quell the pride of thought, 
The living sons shall wear, in bliss, * 

The wreaths their sires have bought; 
And, whilst thy trophies o'er their rest 

Remembrance fond inspire, 
With glowing zeal the son imprest 

Shall emulate his sire! 



A FRAGMENT. 

Though Time away, with ruthless envy tears 
3ach nameless grace that youthful beauty wears; 
Though o*er the brow, with withering hand, he throws 
The age-blanch'd circlet of his hoary snows; 
ind^deeply mark'd, the furrowed lines deface 
The pristine glories of the blooming face; 
With gentler touch, with power more blandly kind, 
3'er the high beamings of the godlike mind 
His spreading wings a brighter lustre shed 
Than all the charm of face or form that's fled. 

Ye young, ye fair, ye lovely, and ye gay, 
Who sport the roses of your vernal day, 
Y e foes of care, ye idols of the eye, 
Ye hounding hearts, that rankling spleen defy, 
Ye ]i<rhtso ; tie cimiw,."whom laughing Graces lead, 
Bright pleasures scattering round your buoyant tread, 
Dm wImtso soft steps the bfithsome Hours attend, 
Whilst varying Jovs their nroffer'd offerings blend, 
How haopy ye! Rut, oh, how doubly blest! 
Jov'd with the relish of a richer zest, 
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Were not this fiat in your bliss- cup cast, 

Too bright your bloorn, too high your joys to lasti 

Transient your joys' oh, be they spotless e'er, 
Nor dimm'd, nor sullied by repentant tear, 
That age mature complacently may smile, 
And wisdom sage your transport? view the while 1 . 
r* Oh, seize the hour, tbe hour that flies apace, 
To store the soul with every mental grace, 
Though youth be fled that joy may still maintain, 
And beauty sfill, their bright, their wonted reign. 



THE PROPHECY. 

The time draws near! The time draws near! 

I read it in prophecy's "mystic page — 
When the sons of the free shall the standard rear, 

And the contest of death in triumph wage! 
With Kings and with Despots the strife shall be, 

And the meed of their toil heav'n born Liberty. 

The Despot says, in his grasping pride, 

Tbe reign of the ancients hath pass'd away; 

Their empire is changing with rapid stride, 
To where hyperborean glories play; 

And our strength and our power cemented shall be 
By the blood of the myriads that bend the knee. 

Supinely mute man long hath- •gaiz.'d 

On the red tkle of tyranny spreading around, 

Nor mark'd where Liberty's watch-light blaz'd. 
But, as in a spell of enchantment bound, 
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Or touch'd by the charm of some wandering dream, 
Forgotten to stem the proud torrent stream. 

The glory that gleam'd on Poland's brow 
Is trodden and gory beneath our feet; 

And a vassal lord of our lineage now 
Rules proudly in high Sobieski's seat : 

Formations look'd on, apathetic and cold, 
Whilst the storm-blast over her glories roll'd. 

And Greece, the pride of all ancient song, 
Hath, rushing from Anarchy's baleful toils, 

Existence deeni'd that she might prolong — 
Might renovate life from intestine broils; 

But the phantom King, whom her tameness chose, 
The worth of our power — of our friendship knows. 

See where, recreant, bow'd in shame, 
The infidel lord of the crescent bends, 

As Ibrahim's course, like a whirlwind flame, 
In conquering pride, o'er his realms extends; 

Whilst he calls, in his weakness, on northern bands 
To pluck his crown from a vassal's hands! 

Within the force of our mighty grasp 
x The nations are entering, one by one, 
To know, too late, by the iron clasp 

Of our ruthless power, that they are undone, 
Like captives nwak'd from a dreamy sleep, 

That had solac'd their woes, to lament and weep. 

And thus the proud Petrowitz may think 
To follow th? step* of the famM of old ; 

That, nation by nation, the world shall smk.1 
Till his grasp the Universe wide enfold; 
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And that many a Moscow beacon shall burn, 
In other realms than his own, in turn. 

But, opposed to his torrent rush of power, 
- Arising I see the bands of the free ! 
For nations, erst foes, that contest hour 

Hath knit in the cause of man's liberty, 
And from western worlds, o'er the dark blue surge, 

With impetuous zeal, they the light keel urge ! 

The dark red cross floats high in air, 

With ihe triple stripe flag of a nation brave; 

And many a star shines proudly there, 

That comes far from Liberty's own bright wave; 

And the mingling shouts of their bands conjoin'd 
Rise, fearfully loud, on the wrath struck wind. 

I hear the shock of that onset strife ! 

I hear the clash and the thunderingjar 
Of nations careering, where horror rife, 

Where discord, where carnage commix in war, 
And where rivers remount to their sources again, 

Blushing deep with the gore of the myriads slain! 

The pride of the Orient hath fallen low! 

The hand of the Despot hath sought the grouud! 
The standards of Liberty proudly flow 

O'er realms that dark ignorance long hath bound, 
And countless throngs, whom its night oppressed, 

Hail, joyous the light of the mind-taught West. 
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THE BATTLE OF NEW ORLEANS; 

Or, "For Death or Liberty." 
Air, — Marseilles Hymn. 

Brave Mississippi's sons, advance! advance to arms! 
The foe,deriding waits. Loud sound the trump's alarms 
Advance! unfurl'd on high, let frreedom's banners dy! 
Advance! and let the watch- word be, "For Death or 
Libertv!" 

Where is the foeman bold that shall your ire withstand? 
Does Britain's venal host the battle-shock demand? 
Let Orleans' crimson'd plain the thund'ring charge 

sustain! 
Advance! and let your watch-word be, "For Death or 

Liberty !" 

Loud, loud, re-echoing,swells the furious combat-peal! 
Your bristling pikes present! Flash high your glitt'ring 

steel ! 
Whilst wide the cannon's roar resounds along your 

shore, 
Advance! and let the watch- word be, "For Death or 

Liberty!" 

Your daughters and vour wives in anxious silence 

wait ; 
Yourval'rous bcnrijijr watch; dependent on your fate, 
They lift the tearful eyo; to you, to you they cry : 
Advance! and let the watchword be, "For Death or 

Libertv!" 

'Tis done! The foe has felt the force of Freedom's ire. 
They faint: with fearful pangs their trembling legione 
tire; 
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Press on! Huzza! Huzza! and end the yielding war! 
Advance*, h'i I let the watch- word be, "For Death or 
Lihi.rf; i" x 

Returning from the field, whore glory yields her spoils 
What honor? crown vour brows! what soul endearing 

smiles, 
What w ami caresses cheer from hearts preserved and 

dear! 
Then, ever, let vour watch-word be. "For Death or 

Libcriv!" 



THE WORLDS BRIGHT QUEEN. 

Air — Love's Young Dream. 

E'er t|>e flow'r of life grows old and fades, 

''■'■ d.; it must; 
A :> • iieso trembling limbs in death's cold shade* 

Lie low in dust ; 
The glorious flame, that fills their frame, 

From -.lull oblivion's reign 
Shall pluck a wreath, from which even Death 

Shall, avvM, refrain! 

While the vital stream flows unconfind'd. 

With ardent thrlls ; 
And the cordial love of human kind 

This hoMtin fills*; 
Mv deathless strinur around shall fling 

Its tremulous notes of joy; 
And Freedom's plains, in hallowed strains* 

The song employ. 
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Columbia ! pride of God and man ! 

Laud of the free! 
My first, last, dearest impulse can 

But be for thee ! 
Since first my opening dawn of day, 

Of reason's day, beam'd bright, 
I've seen thy rising glories play 

In undimm'd light. 

And still, if Bards are gifted high 

In prophet lore, 
The rising sun that gilds thy sky 

Shall man adore: 
New stars elate shall deck thy state 

With sparkling lustrous sheen , 
And Time proclaim thy land of fame 

The world's bright queen. 

Then lift your hearts, ye chainless throng, 

In rising joy ; 
And let her name, the pride of song, 

Your praise employ ! 
For ever free, e'er may she be, 

And you united stand, 
Is the echoing strain of my soul again 

For our dear lov'd land ! 



Ye, who assume the lyre, 
And its wild string in doubt explore, 

Let olden fame inspire, * 

(The master- notes that swell'd of yore 
On Europe's blood encrimson'd shore,) 

K 
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To strike with a nobler fire 
The cords, till feeling bends, rapt, o'er the wire! 

What! hath the God denied 
To western worlds his magic pow'rs? 

Doth he not then preside 
In joy o'er Freedom's roseate bow'rs, 
Where laughing love embalms the hours, 
Unaw'd by lordly pride, 
Where Liberty's fair sons chainless and free reside? 

Is then the soul confin'd, 
Stinted and cramp'd by nature's hand, 

Th' expansive glow of mind, 
Where all things else confess her high command, 
Peerless in excellence, sublimely grand, 

Leaving, surpass'd, behind 
The glories of the world, benevolent and kind? 

Ye brothers . of the string! 
Columbia's honor, joy and pride! 

Whose sounding descants ring 
With themes to Bards of eld denied, 
Let your loud peans, far and wide, 

Evince their fount and spring, [wing! 

And mount, with forceful flight, as on the eagle's 
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ODE TO SLEEP, 

Written for a fair lady who was deprived of it 

Hence! ye riot loving train, 
Boisterous Mirth and noisy Pleasure! 

Antic Glee, that tread'st the plain 
Of moonlight dews, in frolic measure ! 

Giddy Joy, thy clarion sounding, 

Festive to your wild notes bounding, 
Hence! nor, with your clam'rous crew, 
My lengthen'd vigils pain'd renew! 

But, oh rather, rob'd in light, 
Deck'd in Fancy's sheeny fairness, 

Car-borne on the stilly night; 
Or ambient clouds of pearly rareness, 

Fairy dreams, with downy wing, 

Round your rapturous influence fling, 
Stealing every care away, 
Like distant music's melting lay! 

Sweet refreshment, peaceful resfr? 

Soft controller of the breast! 
Gentlest nurse of mortal woes, 
Nature's soother, bland repose! 

Come! on feathery wing descending, 

With my varying visions blending, 
And my care-worn bosom steep 
In poppied slumbers still and deep! 

Why bust thou my pillow fled, 
From my vows unheeded flying? 

O'er me now thy magic shed 
Of dewy sweets, no more denying! 



1 
1 
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Come! propitious to my prayer, 
Upon the whispery midnight air, 
Whilst holiest silence reigns around 
To wrap me in its calm profound. 

I to thee no envy owe, 
From thy sway no willing ranger; 

Friendship's charms around me throw 
Their bliss; and Love protects from danger; 

Yet thou fliest from a breast 

Where nought but joyous peace should restj 
Where nought should rise of woe or pain 
To quell thy pow'r, or break thy reign. 



THE SOLDIER LAD. 

A SONG. 

Air — The Flaxen-headed Ploughboy. 

When the clarion war-blast, blowing, 

Broke loud o'er Freedom's plain ; 
And old England's red flag, flowing, 

Swept proudly o'er the main : 
I heard Columbia's war-note 

Inspiring, loud and high, 
On answering echoes borne, float 

Through Freedom's natal sky: 
And, while ray heart beat proud in joy, 

Though Love behind sitrfi'd sad, 
]^y father's sword 1 girded on, 

A young and soldier lad. 



JL*** 
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By the battle's rage surrounded, 

(Where fell Destruction smil'd 
Oer the dying and the wounded 

Of life and hope despoil'd ;) 
Nor fear nor doubt betray'd me, 

Where veteran legions bled, 
Nor coward lingering stay'd me, 

Nor droop'd my tow'ring head : 
And tho' I wept war's ruthless pangs* 

In pensive silence sad, 
Yet for Liberty my broadsword flash'd* 

A young and soldier lad. 

And now war's shock is over, 

And peace resumes her reign; 
Still, a young and ardent lover, 

[ seek my fair again. 
If she, as when we parted, 

With kindly feeling glow, 
She shall find me still true-hearted, 

To friend as well as foe ; 
Nor longer shall her bosom throb, 

In anxious sorrow sad, 
But clasp me to her arms in joy, 

Her own young soldier lad. 

K2 
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ODE FROM THE LATIN OF HORACE. 

Exegi monument urn aere pcrcnnius. 

My fame a lasting monument secures, 

Than brass more durable, whilst time endures^ 

And loftier far shall tow'r its soaring height 

Than Egypt's pyramids of regal site, 

Which nor defacing show'rs nor storms shall mar, 

Nor Time carreering on his rolling car, 

DJor age on age, with ruthless envy*, cast 

From its proud base, nor dull oblivion blast. 

Not altogether shall I die: my mind 

Untouch'd by death, shall lingering dwell behind, 

Unblemish'd. Whilst the holy hill the sire 

Of sacred rites ascends, and -vestal choir, 

I, where proud A u fid us swells high in pride,. 

And Daunian chiefs o'er shepherd band* preside, 

Froud, from humility, shall rise to fame, 

And deathless triumphs for muse shall claim, 

As first that taught the Sapphic song and fire 

To grace the music of the Latin lyre. 

Assume, O muse, the honours due thy string/ 

And, thou Melpomeme, let thy advent bring 

The choicest wreaths round my proud brows fling/ 



THIRD SAPPHIC ODE. 

Horace could sing, and with a verse prophetic, 
Boast of a fame immortal, and, unblushing, 
Claim for his Lyre a crown of fadeless giory, 

Lasting and deathless* 



« 
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But should my verse, though equalling the Roman's, 
Snatch at the palm thus boldly, for coquetting 
With beauteous Sappho, in an English undress, 

I should be laugh'd at, 

Nathless the feat the Lyric Poet boasts of, 
Chiming my thoughts to her delightful measures, 
In ray own language boldly first attempting, 

I have achieved too. 

Oft have I noted, in poetic numbers, 
Beauties, that solely in their sound consisted, 
Soft on the ear in gentlest measures falling, 

Senseless and vapid. 

So have I seen the faded cheek, autumnal, 
Rouge-tinted shine, in youthful bloom coquettish, 
Whilst the light form, in fashion's gaudiest splendour 

Dazzled the eye-sight. 

So have I seen, (thyself perhaps hast mark'd it,) 
Where the high thought— (if such indeed exists where 
Vanity rules)~shone dimly through the frothy 

Verbiage that veil'd it. 

Doubtless the sun rides royal o'er the cloud capp'd 
Summits of mounts, effulgent and majestic, 
Radiant in glory, beaming forth in brightness, 

Now as he once did. 

Doubtless the charms, with which Dame Nature decks 
Shine, with the same exuberance of beauty, [her, 

Fair on the eye, enchanting as of old, when 

Poets first sung them. 

Nature the same is. Man alone, capricious, 
Like the spoilt child, as modes and manners vary, 
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Seeks in the song a novelty, or rashly 

Spurns and condemns it. 

What then remains for us, alas/ since ruthless 
Fate hath decreed our birth so late and tardy, 
Doom'd to rehearse what others oft have seen and 

Sung e'er we saw light? 

Ye who of eld the classic sweets have tasted, 
And the rich banquet with reluctance quitted, 
Have ye not mark'd how oft, in garments borrowed* 

Moderns can sport it! 

Nay, 'tis a crime not novel. For the Roman 
Built on the Greek ; the Greek from eastern treasures 
Cull'd the choice wreaths that deck'd his brows; the 
vulgar] Knew not the knavery. 

What tho 1 the wit, that flashes from the bright line 
Pope's manly genius pen'd, its antecedent 
Source may derive from Flaccus, and from him be 

Trac'd to another? 

I nor the fact deride nor scorn the motive, 
Saving where genius claims by usurpation. 
Minds truly great and harmoniz'd alike must 

Similar notes sound. 

Thoughts, words, and song to all are common doubt- 
' Freely to use and vary to their fancy. [less 

Originality is lost in time and 

Bright imitation. 

This, only this we claim, perhaps as justly 
As the high fame that former Bards hath crown'd with 
Deathless renown, that, had we lived when they d^t, 

We had been follow* d. 
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THE STRIPE AND THE STAR. 
A SONGk 

Air — How happy's the Soldier. 

Where lordly Champlain, on its wild surging wavfy 
Bears proudly the keels, of the free and the brave, 
Unmov'd by the boasts which their courage decry, 
Our fleets' gallant pennons in buoyancy fly; 
Tho* Albion in thunder descend, and her war 
Break rough o 4 er the sons of the stripe and the star. 

.O'er her white foamy bosom, with shouts of delight, 
The sons of Columbia rush fearless to fight: 
A hero presides o'er the battle-deck brave, [wave* 
And the flag of McDonough sweeps broad o 4 er the 
Where Freedom above cheering smiles from her car. 
And her laurel- wreaths twines round the stripe and 
the star. 

No longer, ye Island-born sons of the sea, 
Unequal, contend wiih the brave and the free, 
Where Liberty scoffs at your vaunts and your pride. 
And her conqucst-crown'd navies in victory ride/ 
But bow your proud heads, as ye skulk from the war, 
And bend to the sheen of the stripe and the star. 
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The Rose may bloom, 
And throw its scented beauties rare, 

In rich perfume, 
Upon the deserts reckless air, 
And glow with lovlier tints of beauty soft and fair. 

The purest ray 
Of sparkling light the vasty deep* 

Beneath the spray 
Of mountain waves that o'er it sweep, . 
May ever unobserv'd in its deep caverns keep. 

And stars may gleam, 
In space untrack'd by mortal eye, 

Whose glorious beam 
Hath never reach' d (their spheres so high,) 
Or mingled with the light that decks our lewer sky. 

And souls there are, 
With noblest loftiest thought imbued, 

That shun the blight 
And gazing of the vulgar rude ; 
Who live amidst the world as in a solitude. 



A SONG. 

Air, — Pauvre Madelon. 

With lighter themes I often try 

To while away the hours ; 
And Ennui's train of imps defy 
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Id music's floreant bow'rs. 
Ye sages! deem me not, for this, 
From wisdom's path a ranger! 
Since I from thence derive a bliss 
To colder breasts a stranger. 

Ah, no, no, no! 

It is not so ! 
Tho' oft I've err'd, I own it; 

Yet grief opprest . 

My burthenM breast, 
Sufficient to atone it. 

My Lyre trills soft, in pensive sighs, 

Respondent in its numbers 
To wand'ring thought oppressed, that flies 

From dull oblivion's slumbers. 
And, while I mourn the ills of life, 

Man's fickleness or madness, 
His course with rage or folly rife, 
My woe it soothes and sadness. . 
Ah, no, no, no! 
Believe it so! 
Reflection flies from sorrow; 
Nor seeks in vain, 
From music's strain, 
An antidote to borrow. 



THE MUSIC OF NATURE. 

Nature all is musical: 

There's magic in the breeze 
Whose silvery sounds, with whisperings, kiss 
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And murmur thro' the trees: 
Whilst to their notes symphonioifa, 

To Fancy's ear divine, 
Eolian measures, quavering soft, 

Their thrilling numbers join. 

Li^ht of heart and light of wing, 

The feathery songsters raise, 
With jocund hearts and warbling throats, 

Their love-inspiring lays; 
And, with their varied melody, 

Upon the fluttering wing 
Exultant rising, gleefully 

Their festive concerts sing. 

Nature all is musical : . 

Old Ocean to the sky, 
With deeper notes of cadence wild, 

The sailor's lullaby 
Chants gratefully and soothingly, 

Whilst, o'er its azure deep 
And round his bark, disportingly 

The whispery breezes sweep. 

Fair the glittering stars arise, 

Deek'd in golden sheen, 
Following in the blithesome train 

Of evening's silver queen : 
Hast thou heard their thrilling notes, 

Upon the midnight air, 
Hymning, with melodious sounds, 

The hand that plac'd them there? 

All but man is musical, 

Whose nobler pow'rs were giv'n 
Nature's glorious fount to praise 
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And IaucTthe gifts of heav'n ; 
He whose song spontaneously 

Should loudest peans raise, 
And fit his tongue, by singing here, 

For song? of higher praise. * 

Then O let his heart expand, 

Swell with- rapturous fire, 
And, with answering numbers, strike 

The soul-entrancing Lyre ; 
Whilst to nature's voice each nbte 

Joins, its bliss to sing; 
#.nd loftier airs divinely grace 

The Lyre of the sounding string! 



COLUMBIA'S DAUGHTERS. 

A SONG. 

Air, — The Maid of Lodi. 

I sing Columbia's daughters, 

Of lustrous beauty bright; 
Their eyes, like limpid waters, 

Reflecting fair, in light, 
The mirror'd ray that glances 

From forth Sol's ardent beam 
And on the chryjtffe) dances 

Of Coosa's winding stream ! 

Stand forth, thou, lovely blossom ♦ 
Mild emblem of the rest, 

L 
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Of fairer skin and bosom 

Than chissel'd art e'er drest, 

When, deck'd in sculptur'd rareness, 
From forth the Artist's hand, 

The queen of smiles with firmness 
Adorn M Eld's classic strand ! 

Ah, who shall paint thy beauty? 

Love, foil'd, resigns his arms, 
A willing slave, in duty 

To thy all conquering charms ; 
As, mid those auburn tresses 

Which round thy forehead play^ 
He sees a thousand graces 

That steal his pow'rs away. 

O, cease my song ! thy measure 

Is feeble to explain 
The richness of this treasure, 

Or chant her wond'rous mein, 
Those rounded limbs, those features, 

Above all earthly sheen, 
That stamp her as blest nature's 

Delight and peerless queen ! 



FOURTH SAPPHIC ODE. 

Dim floating misty, on the mountain summits, 

Sail the light clouds, now bright and now opake with. 

Shadowy hues, or, glittering in ihe sunbeam, 

Flashing in splendour. 
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How, as their varying forms, in dewy brightness, 
Move on in ceaseless motion, to the gazing 
Eye, they present colliquitive and softer 

Tints of the Rainbow ! 

View that fair mount, the purest snow resembling, 
(Hills piPd on hills compose its fleecy whiteness,) 
High in the air, in undulating wreaths, rise 

Climbing and towering 1 . 

Soft blow*the breezes; mild, serenely placid, 
On their light wings upholding, and, with gentlest 
Motion, those masses of aetherial lightness 

Onward propelling. 

Oh ! could we lie, upon their tops recumbent, 
Like them sustain'd, and o'er the ample orbit 
Of this terrene, safe, harmless, and securely 

Ride on their bright tops; 

How should we view, delighted and astonish'd, 
Earth's spreading plains immense, its mighty rivers 
Stretching below, and Ocean's froth capp'd billow* 

Rolling beneath us! 

What tho' to motion humbler, more contracted, 
Fate grants, O man, thy walk! thy chainless spirit 
Mounts, proudly mounts, with eye upturn 'd,undazzl'dj 

High o'er their soarings. 

What can restrain thee, O thou restless tenant 
Of this frail house, this tabernacling mansion? 
Springing aloft, thou scom'st this lower thraldom. 

Chains cannot hold thee! 

Wile o'er the bounds of nature, where the farthest 
Shoots of created light emit their glimmering 
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Rays on the eye, thou rangest with the morning's 

Orient beamings. 

Night cannot blind thee with her murkiest stiroudings; 
Sleep cannot hold thee in her leaden slumbers: 
Ever alert, from forth their envious thrall, thou 

Springest unfetter'd. 

Round where the sun rides royal, in his highest 
Circling career of glory, through the trackless 
Space, of extent unbounded, oft thou journeyest 

On with his glories: 

Or when the moon, of milder, chaster radiance, 
Flings o'er the earth her silvery rays, serenely 
Jfcfild, iu her modest beam thou lov'st to bask, and 

Gaze on her beauties. 

See'st thou yon bright star, harbinger of morning, 
Rise, from old Ocean's arms to part reluctant, 
Whilst her soft train, melodious concerts hymning, 

Fair round her rally? 

Oh what delights attend her in her coursing! 
Clouds shall not dim her from thy ardent gazing: 
Thou thro' their mists shalt pierce ; and fearless ride 
with] Stars of her presence. 

Higher thou soarest, in thine onward rising, 
Where all th^ir orbs are quenchM, or dimly pictur'd. 
Shine with a fainter beaming as obscur'd by 

Beams more transcendant. 

There, only there, thou deign'st thy course impetuous 
Raptur'd, to stop, ahsorb'd entranc'd, and fill d with 
Joys of extatic measureless duration 

From the great Fountain. 
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OUR OCEAN LAKES. 

A SONG. 
Air— The TurbaiCd Turk. 

Let turban'd Turks their boasts give o'er, 

Whilst Yankee seamen plough the deep ! 
And British seamen vaunt no more, 

Whilst o'er*the waves our banners sweep! 
Trafalgar's laurel and the Nile's • 

Before superior glory shakes ; 
For crested Fortune proudly smiles 

Upon our swelling Ocean Lakes. 

Old Tripoli, with savage pride, 

Would fain have rul'd the watery wave; 
And Tunis and Algiers would hide, 

Within their slavish holds, the brave : 
But Freedom's banner, proud and high, 

Their domineering sceptre shakes; 
From whence bright Vict'ry's pinions fly 

To perch upon our Ocean Lakes. 

Let Albion boast her thousand keels, 

Her hearts of oak, inur'd to war ; 
Her vaunting courage, fainting, reels 

Before the stripe and glitt'ring star. 
Our greater glory dims her less, 

Whilst at our wrath she trembling quakes, 
As, on her sight, our navies press 

The bosom of our Ocean Lakes. 

While virtue's worth is known to fame, 
While valour's meeds the strain prolong; 

L2 
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So long shall live McDonough's name, 
And .Perry's praise be known in song. 

Oh! crown with wreaths your warlike sons ! 
Oh crown them for your children's sakes.l 

As long as in his orbit runs 

The bright God o'er our Ocean Lakes ! 



THE NATION'S GUEST. 

He comes! he comes the Nation's Guest, 
To view the land his valour blest; 
And crowding millions round him throng 
With joyous shout and sounding song ! 

Around he bends his glistening eyes, 
Where Freedom's countless bands arise, 
And, with spontaneous offerings, greet 
And cast their homage at his feet. 

He hears Columbia, great and free, 
Whose sons to man ne'er bent the knee, 
With one united voice, proclaim 
A welcome dearer far than fame. 

He sees her wide her fair domains, 
Her fatt'ning herds, her flowry plains* 
Her cities fair, her land that teems 
With rip'ning crops and freighted streams. 

He hears around in buoyance float 
The blissful yeoman's jocund note; 
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Whijst every thing bespeaks a land 
Great, happy, fertile, rich and grand. 

With retrospective eye, he turns 
To scenes that memory's grief in urns, 
Where oft his sword had ilam'd afar, 
Wide gleaming o'er the hosts of war. 

He views that blood-stain'd weeping stream, 
He hears the war-cry's threatening scream, 
And shouts of vict'ry that enshrine 
In fame's bright scroll the Brandywine. 

Those scenes of carnage, blood and strife, 
With rage and death and havoc rife, 
When Britain sought the free to bind, 
Came thronging on his lab'ring mind. 

But soon he turns, from thoughts like these., 
To present joys of Jove and peace, 
^nd views once more the happy throng 
That round him raise the festive song. 

Welcome ! they sing, thou valiant son 
Of beauteous France, whose valour won 
These blessings we with joy prepare 
Far happier that thou deign'st to share! 

The hills, the dales, in concert, blend 
To greet the Nation's guest and friend, 
With honors, for which conquerors pine! 
Thfne Hero of the Brandywine ! 



134 AMERICAN LYRICS. 

YOUTH'S JOYOUS HOURS, 

Air — Bonny Doon. 

Ah! who recals' youth's joyous hours, 

The hours that flew on noiseless wing, 
Nor sighs o'er childhood's sportive bow'rs, 

Life's guileless dawn, life's stainless spring! 
Tho' fortune smile, iri rapture round, 

To crown our bliss, to bless our lot; 
^ That spotless day, that hallowed ground 

Of blithsome joy is ne'er forgot. 

Where'er I roam from home afar, 

(The home by infant fondness blest,) 
I hail that bright, that holy star 

Which beam'd o'er childhood's balmy rest: 
And oft I deem, as fix'd I gaze, 

Regretful of life's varying lot, 
A. voice I hear that, whispering says, ■- 

Those halcyon hours! forget them not ! 

Nay ! Nay ! no warning voice I need, 

Whilst memory holds her wonted reign ; 
My heart were 6old , were lost indeed, 

Did it no more those scenes retain. 
With pensive bliss, with mournful joy, 

I dwe.ll upon that hallowed spot: 
There rapture smil'd without alloy: 

No! never! shaH it be forgot! 
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U L* Amour n' alluma son flambeau, 

"Deuzfois, devant la meme auteh" 

Le Bruit. 

GIVEN TO THE AUTHOR TO- -ELICIT A COMMENTARY. 

Means our author Love cannot, 

Iiihis fickle lightness, 
Know the flame he once forgot, 

Orreallume its 'brightness 
On that altar, beauty's breast, 

Or, in roseate slumber, 
There resume his throne of rest, 

Nor seeks his joys to number? 

If he means that falsehood's lure. 

Failing, may discover, 
Foul beneath, its screen, a cure 

To disenthrall the lover: 
I may grant the stricken heart 

From physic cannot borrow 
Auofht to heal or cure its smart, 

Its anguish, or its sorrow. 

But, if he should mean the love 

Which virtuous bosoms cherish, 
Time or distance can remove 

Or aught else cause to perish ; 
I the maxim hold aloof, 

And boldly dare oppose it; 
Every heart shall be my proof, 

That's felt the flame and knows it. 

Time may winter o'er the brow, 
And tinge with snowy whiteness; 
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Care may wrinkling furrows sow, 
And sorrows damp our lightness: 

But they ne'er can quench the flame 
That truth hath Jit, nor sever 

Hearts once firmly join'd, nor tame 
A fire that burns forever. 



THE CHARM OF MUSIC, 

A SOJVG. 
Air, — Robin Adair. 

When the woe burthen 'd heart 

Languishinent fills; 
And, with its rankling smart, 

Agoniz'd, thrills; 
Whence may it draw a charm, 

Blandly, benignly warm? 
Whence seek a soothing balm, 

Cure for its ills? 

Friendship its aid may bring — 

Off 'rings that pall ; 
Love round, on roseate wing, 

Bland, from woe call : 
Music's soft breathing sigh, 

Murmuring responsive nigh, 
With its sweet melody, 

Soothes best of all. 

Come, then, thou dulcet strain; 
Bapt'rously fair, 
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Healing the rankling pain, 

Woe-wrought of care ! 
Anguish'd regret shall fly, 

And the moist tear-drop dry, 
When thy soft aid is nigh, 

Breathing on air. 



THE PARTICLES. 

Knowest thou whither the sunbeams stray, i 

Antickly, sportively, buoyantly dancing, 
Shot from the radiant fountain of day, 

And, swifter than tho't, thro 1 immensity glancing? 
Whither, or where is their light course staid, 

In ether's long, long, and wide measureless track? 
Oh, say is a rest for their wanderings made? * 

Or e'er to its source wends that little ray back? 

Knowest thou whither sublimely arise, 

Expanding, and less'ning, and constantly changing 
From Earth's grosser bosom, her mists to the skies, 

Or gemming the air, or in clouds o'er it ranging? 
Oh, say, does that same little drop e'er return 

To the cup of the flow'r that it silver'd with dew? 
Does the plant, that exhal'd it, its absence e'er mourn, 

As parents the children their fondness erst knew? 

Or knowest thou where is the brealh of the morn, 
Which lightly, and freely, and fr( slily exhaling 

From moss-rose, and violet, and fkm'rs of the dawn, 
First met thee, to solace the grief of thy wailiug? 
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Oh, say shall that zephyr of balmy delight 

Again, with its wooings of fragrance, regale thee? 

Or, oh, has it fled to the dark realms of night, 

When invok'd, in thy last trying peril, to fail thee? 

Whither, O where doth the thought, that first sprung 

From infancy's prattling and smiling emotion, 
Wander in life's vast profusion, or flung, 

In wild isolation, on Time's boundless ocean? 
O, say, shall that thought, in the whirling career 

Of eternity's rounding, sublimely remount; 
And, wedded again to the light of the sphere 

Whence it primal descended, be lost in its fount? 



OUR LIBERTY TREE. 

A SONG. 
Air — Hail to the Chief. 

Others may laud, with a feign'd admiration, 

Plants that have blossom'd and bloom'd o*er the 
But the delight of our heav'n favour'd nation [sea; 
Rests in the shade of its Liberty tree: 
Lovely and fair to sight, 
Where Freedom'^ bands unite, 
Broad and luxuriant its glories arise : * 

Crescent in majesty, 

Our dear hallowed tree [skies. * 

Mounts, proudly mounts, thro' its own native 



AMERICAN LYRICS. 139 

Cedar of Lebanon! where is thy glory] 

Palm of the desert! oh where is thy shade? 
Oak of the Ocean, once garnish'din story! 

Where are the chaplets your Druids display'd? 

Time, with his withering blast, 

Down hath your glories cast; 
Sickly, ye flourish, to fade on the sight; 

While oh the scented air, 

Glowing with radiance fair, 
Liberty's pride blossoms lovely and bright. 

Oh may the verdure, that freshens with splendid 
Gemmings etherial, and dew-drops of grace # 
Long with the tints of thy glory be blended, 
Rising, in honor, unsoil'd by disgrace! 

Lov'd, honour'd, be thou e'er, 

Glorious, without compeer, [free ! 

Shade, that spread'st broad o'er the land of the 

There chainless souls shall raise, 

Vocally loud, thy praise, 
Boast of the earth, our own Liberty tree \ 



BUNKER'S HILL. 

« 

Fifth Sapphic Ode. 

Oh. Bunker! on thy lofty mount high standing, 
Warin'd with the prospect of my country's greatness, 
Bright on my eye descending, break, in splendour, 

Visions of glory. 

M 
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Still is the hour: behind the hills retiring,* 
Cloudless, the sun displays his ample fulness 
O'er the rich vales variegated bosom, 

Tiuting with beauty. 

Lovely he sets, majestically lovely; 
Fair o'er thy mound a haloed radiance flinging, 
Ling'ring he sets; reluctant leaves the scene where 

Freedom descended. 

Darkness prevails: on ebon car careering, 
Dim and opake, flit on my eyes, obscurely, 
Night's moody forms, in murky veil enshrouded, 

Silent and sable. 

Darkness prevails: not long: from forth its shadowy 
Clouds, in effulgence bursting, with enrapturing 
Beams of supernal brightness, on my dazzled 
• 4* Eye, heav'n opens. 

Visions of light, forms «f celestial beauty, 
Fair, to the sound of soft angelic breathings, 
Glorious, descend ; and, round thy sacred summit, 

Hover, enraptur'd! 

Heroes immortal, with unfailing wreaths crown'd 

By th' assent of age on age united, 

In your lov'd country's ever grateful mem'ry 

Shiin'd and embalmed; 

Hither, from off your golden seats celestial, 
Hither, each eve, in fond remembrance bending, 
Hither ye come, and round, in hallowed triumph, 

Bow in devotion ! 

Lo! on fair Freedom's laurel-cover'd altars, 
Emulous ye pile your gifts of od'rous fragrance, 



AMERICAN LYRICS. 141 

Whilst yoijr high Priest the rising flame enkindles, 

Immortal Warren! 

See, on that pyre what hopes and ardent throhbings 
WreathM with its lofty flashings and accessions, 
Rise; whilst their heav'nly bosoms, O Columbia, 

Yearn o*er, and for thee! 

Oh, with what joyous thrillings, high, cxtatic, 
From this, their haunt, by high emprise ennobled, 
View they thy happy, wide domain extended, 

Flourishing fearless! 

Ever, O ever, be thy precincts hallowed, 
Immortal mount, where iirst the brave, opposing, 
Breasted the shock of battle's pealing thunders, 

Proud and undaunted! 

Hither, ye free-born sons of free-born fathers, 
Hither resort, with vows and fdital off'rings ! 
Here her rich altar Freedom first erected, 

Were shall it still stand! 

Hither, ye Bards, as to perennial fountain, 

Here raise the song! and from your thrilling Lyres, 

On the soft air that fans this sacred summit, 

Breathe Heav'n-taught numbers! 

Sound ! sound the Lyre, the noblest theme inspiring! 
Loud strike the string! our fathers beatific, 
Pleas'd, shall accept the tribute, whilst we loud sing 

Warren and glory ! 
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WILD FLOWERS. 
A SIMILE. 

Deem we the garden's cultur'd ground, 

Its smiling gay parterres, 
Beam with a lovJier radiance crown'4 

Than nature elsewhere wears? 

The pride of art, the Florist's skill 
Her beds may strew with flowers ; 

Fragrant, their scents the air may fill,, 
Their charms adorn her bowers. 

But in her lovely sunny fields, 

Unheeded as she blooms, 
Nature a thousand flow'rets yields 

And steeps in rich perfumes. 

What tho' by man unmark'd, unseen,, 
They flourish, die, and fade! 

Not the less fair fneir magic sheen 
Smiles, in its pride array 'd. 

So, tho' by proud success decried. 

By adverse clouds opprest, 
Hath she her noblest gifts supplied 

To cheer the humblest breast: 

And, if the world knows not nor cares 

How virtue smiles alone ; 
Blest in herself a charm she wears, 

To prouder hearts unknown. 
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AN IMITATION OF MOORE'S 
"Why should the girl of my soul be in tears?" 

Oh thou friend, whom the warblings of melody bright, 

From the Lyre, with its murmuring strains, 
Oft have touch'd with a thrill of that neav'nly delight, 

Which fond memory, enraptur'd, retains; 
Oh, say can the world, with its -cares and its woes, 

Its pageants of pomp and of pride, 
Thy breast yield that soft and that balmy repose 

Which would fain there contented reside? 

Can the cold chilling forms, which surround thee in 

An emotion of rapture impart] [hie, 

Can the world's busy scenes, with malignity rife, 

E'er enchain, with their falsehoods, thy heart? 
Oh wilt thou not oft, with a tear and a sigh 

Of fond recollection, return 
To this union of voice, and of soul and of eye, 

Of hearts that in unison burn? 

Whilst our voices unite in the soft sighing lay, 

That feeling breathes forth in its sound; 
And calm o'er our souls, as the twilight of day, 

With its magic, encircles us round; 
Each varying note of our Lyre, as it swells, 

Associates an idea of bliss: 
And surely, below if delight ever dwells, 

It dwells in a moment like this ! 

O, strike then the string, in the depth of its'swecp, 

And yield up the soul to the Lyre! 
Till tears, such as angels in ecstacy weep, 

Shall sprinkle to mellow its fire! 

M2 
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'Tis done! 'tis done! I cried, and caught the lev'd 

one to my heart; 
Fair peace returns: thine yet ray soul: we never 

more will part: 
Our gallant Tars, upon the wave, have gain'd a 

deathless name: 
And Jackson, Orleans, on thy plain hath crown'd 

his country's fame. 



COMPARISONS. 

Air, — Will you come to the bower? 

I. 

When the. lark springs, exultant with joy, from the 

thorn, 
And the sun tints the dew-drops that spangle the 

dawn ; 
When nature serene smiles, in pride, from the ray 
That flows from the heam of the bright God of day; 
Lovely and enchanting, break, in lustre, on the eye 
Hill and dale and verdant grove in burnish'd pa- 
geantry. 
'Tis like youth's fervent vision of rapturous delight, 
In its magical transport, illusively bright ; 
And those tear-drops of nature sink sad in the ground 
As the day-god beams brighter, in splendor, around; 
Dimly fading, on our gazing, in his golden beam, 
Like the transient witchery of childhood's playful 
dream. 
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II. 

When, ascendant, heaven's mid-arch that orb rules 

sublime, » 

And hio wing'd course drives on like the rushing of 

time ; 
When morn's mellow hues richer lustre relumes, 
And the pomp of her state noon, in glory, assumes; 
Nobler beaming, high and godlike, on the melting 

sky, 
Dazzling, rolls the car-borne God in glowing majesty. 
So our prime, when discretion before it hath cast 
To the future a guide, from the ills that are past; 
When the vain frothy joys, which allur'd us in youth, 
Yield to reason the reign, and the pathway to truth; 
With renovated spirit mounts disfrauchis'd from their 

chain, 
t And soars, in new found vigour, bright, in honor'* 

path again. 

III. 

But when Sol, from his journey surceasing, hatk 

pre st 
To repose in the arms of the soft blushing west; 
When his radiance, reflected, in beauty imbues, 
The mild cloudless skies with the 6hcen of his hues; 
O ! sad, regretful of her loss, the placid air retains 
His fading ray, tenacious, whilst its lingering light 

remains. 
And so may the calm of life's evening appear! 
Thus its sunset be gemm'd with fond memory's tear! 
And conscience, though pain'd at youth's lightness, 

approve 
The worth of our prime and our evening of love; 
And, from mortal turmoil free, the soaring spint fly, 
On earth a glow reflecting back of immortality! 
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THE STORM. 

Sixth Sapphic Od$. 

When o'er the deep, in lurid darkness shrouded, 
Toss'd on its stormy lashings and commotions, 
Onward we press'd, fore'd by the gusty wind, wild 

Moaning and hollow; 

How flew our barque before the driving blast, quick 
Mounting aloft, on Ocean's swelling surge that, 
Foamy and white, its towering billows chafd, loud 

Murm'ring around us! 

Down from those heights, anon, with speed, descend- 
ing* 

Where the deep gulf, with threatening mouth, expan- 
sive, 

Spreads, like the jaws of Erebus, in gloom, dark* 

Yawning and fearful: 

Eddying around, with forceful sweep, terrific, 
Deepening the night, in sombreness of horror. 
How roar'd the rush tumultuous of waters, 

Awfully dreadful ! 

Louder, and yet in louder peals, re-echoed 
O'er the wild waste of agituted surf, broke, 
Deafning the ear, reverberating shocks of 

Ileav'n's mighty thunders: 

Whilst, thro' the murky broodings of the storm-cloud, 
Bursting in gleams of quiv'ring confiscation, 
Luridly bright, the lightning's forky streams shot 

Death's liquid fire-bolts ! 
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Tho' thus by terror's bonded force surrounded, 
Where nor retreat existed, nor auxiliar 
Friendship could yield assistance, and where hope 
scarce] Smil'd on our labours; 

Still on the Pow'r that rules the waves depending, 
Valiant, our chief tbe mountain surges breasted, 
Skillful the helm to guide, till morning beam'd as 

Lovely as ever. 



OUR INFANT NAVY. 

A SONG- 
Air — When I teas a little boy, some twenty years a^9. 

When our navy yet was young, 

Some thirty years ago, 
To try their skill, with right good will, 

They sought the haughty foe; 
And the turban'd Turk brought low. 

Though underneath tbeir batteries, 

Our captive frigate lay, 
Where ball and shot flew, hissing hot* 

Acrost the foamy bay; 
They cut their prize away. 

s 

And little reck'd that gallant band 

The coil of whisker'd slaves; 
Nor deem'd their fun but half begun, 
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*■ 

Till they had bow'd the knaves, 
And our flag controll'd their wares. 

Then here's to brave Decatur, 
And his valiant hearted en w, 

Who show'd the Turk \\ hat handy work 
Our infant force could do: 

A lessen before he ne'er knew. 



THIRTEENTH ODE OF HORACE, 

"Quam, tu Lydia, Telephi." 

When, Lydia, you, the glowing charms, 
The rosy neck and ivory arms, 

Of Telephus admire; 

How heaves, alas, my throbbing breast, 
With suffocating bile opprest, 

And envy's torturing ire! 

The colour flies my cheek; my mind, 
Unsettled, mocks the veering wind ; 

And, emblems of my grief. 

My trickling tears, in silence, flow, 
Aud stealthy sighs my sorrows show, 

Nor yield my heart relief. 

T burn, or if, with wine made warm, 
Round thee he throw his frolick arm, 

To clasp, in sportive play; 



» 



^ 
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Or, 011 thy lips, in wanton glee, 
His teeth impress'd, inflam'd, I see, 

In love's delightful fray. 

Those kisses, barbarously sweet, . 
Believe, whilst I the truth repeat, 

Nor deem the saying rude, 

Shall cease to harm, tho' Venus fair, 
Herself, their soft delight prepare, 

With nectar'd bliss imbued. 

Thrice happy they, more blest, by far, 
Whose joys nor strifes, nor discord mar, 

In wedded union blest, 

Whose love survives its glowing prime, 
In constant faith, nor yields till Time 

Demands its final rest. 



A SOUVENIR OF FORT MIMMS. 

O dim wan'd the moon, through the flitting clouds of 
With a dubious and shadowy gleaming, [night 

Where the ramparts of Mimms rose stilly, on the sight, 
And the star-spangled banner was streaming. 

No whispery breeze, with a guardian care impregn'd, 
Came, fraught with its tidings of sorrow; 

Nor foreboding vision upheld the veil, that screen'd 
From their eyes the dread dawn of the morrow. 

N 
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A1J, careless, unarm'd, and, with wassail rout opprest r 

Its tenants, their revelries keeping, 
Deem'd the red savage foemen, distant far, at rest, 

In their wilds, round their watch-fires, were 
sleeping. 

And while,on the wings of the midnight stillness borne 
No sound broke the hour's riot madness* [gloom, 

Their songs, soft, return'd from the forest's sombre 
Which mov'd Echo repeated in sadness. 

And now o'er their sport-lengthen'd slumbers fair the 
Rose, clad in its dew-tinted brightness ; [morn 

And its silvery rays on the leafy boughs the dawn 
Threw aslant, with its quivery lightness. 

Yet still, in deep silence, the moss-clad forests lay, 
And, scarcely, the wind's circulation 

Moves gently, as, rising, the wooing breezes play 
Through their branches, in soft undulation. 

And far still that wild horde of savage birth they 

And far cv l iy fearful intrusion; [deem'd, 

Till the war-hatchet, swift, o'er their fated fortress, 

gleam'd, 
k Midst despair, havoc, death and confusion : 

And, sudden, the loud sounding war-whoop, on the 

With the rifle's dread dissonance blending, [ear, 

Mark 'd destruction's fell agents, of scowling aspect, 

- And their fate on the contest depending. [near, 

Depending, not long; for the open gateway gave, 
(Though despair nll'd its access, and breasted 

The shock of the foeman, that, like a mountain wave, 
Pour'dits force where Hope lingering rested,^ 
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An entrance: since vain against numbers is the pow'r 
Or the effort that tain would oppose them; 

For the death-angel gloom'd o'er the struggle of the 
hour, 
Leaving nought but the slain there to close them. 

Oh, direful the scene of despairing and dismay! 

Oh, direful the groans of the- shrinking; [play» 
Where the red, forky, flames, o'e* that captive fortress 

Where, in horror, those victims are sinking! 

And ruthless, O, ruthless, the carnage of the strife, 
Where the mother shrieks loud, as she presses 

Her babe, and defends, from the bayonet and the 
Its form, in her dying caresses ! [knife, 

And, long, shall remembrance, O Mims, upon thee 
Thou ill-starr'd memento of horror; [dwell, 

And the tear gush of pity the anguish'd eye shall swell 
O'er this end of thy woe and thy sorrow ! 



ALABAMA. 

Seventh Sapphic Ode. 

Where the Tombeckbe, with hei murm'ring eddiea. 
Sends to old Ocean tributary gladness, WU 

Where to her marts, the richly freighted commerce 'V 

Glides o'er her waters, 

Pensive and lone, high seated, where kind Nature, 
Od'rous and sweet, had thrown her crescent verdure* 
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And, with a thousand shoots of nascent beauty, 

Spread rich her carpet,- 

Lone sat the Bard : Upon a hill reclining, 
Silence, around him, with her veil'd attendants, 
Hung o'er his song, enamor'd, mute, delighted, 

With rapt attention. 

Light, o'er his Lyref his trembling fingers glancing, 
Soft, and melodious, melancholy, breathings 
Low, on the ear, with undulating sounds, strike, 

Soothing to sadness. 

Mild flows the strain; till, with its wavy sweetness, 
Break on his soul, rich, glorious, and enchanting, 
Visions of light, descending, and his breast, quick, 

Feels the full Godhead. 

Sounds then the. Lyre, its notes with fulness swelling, 
Awful and grand, as, from the hills responsive, 
Answ'ringthe peal 4 join Echo's mellow'd voices: 

Harmonic chorus! 

What, sighs the Bard, his lab'ring heart relieving, 
What, shall thy name, unsung, unknown in story, 
Shrouded remain, unhallowed by the muses, 

Fair Alabama? 



Shall thy rich vales, whose glebe's spontaneous fat- 
ields thy fair sons a bouutiful profusion, [ne ss 

inly demand, O, unrequired goodness, 

Song and oblation? 






Lo! to my strain, and, with the theme delighted, 
Mother benign, benignant to her children, 
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See where Columbia down descends to hear, and 

Join in thy praises! 

Last born, and young, tho' not the last in duty, 
Least known to Fame, tho 1 not the least in increase, 
Last may be first, when Time's maturing fullness 

Rolls'&round its circle! 

* 

Wide o'er thy plains, with corn and oil redundant, 
E'er to th' industrious Planter's wish propitious, 
Bursts the rich glebe, and here the honied bee stores 

Nectareous balsam. 

Fat, on thy hills, innumerous herds, disporting, 
Crop the soft grass luxuriant, and, in gambols, 
Antick and gay, the fleecy tribes, careering, 

Play around their mothers, 

Lo! where thy forests, of primeval greatness, 
Spread wide* the shade, umbrageous, and, aloft, shoot 
High in the air their virid tops, majestic, 

Earth's mighty offspring! 

See, where thy streams, to Mexic's ample basin, 
Through thy fair vallies pour their rolling waters; 
Whilst, on their waves, tire merchant's eye, with joy« 
sees] Float Fulton's glories! 

Fair rise thy cities ; Plenty pours her treasures 
Into thy lap Mobile; thy rising greatness A 

Bards of the future, pleas'd, with praise, shall singjff 
and] Thine Tuscaloosa. 

Mill are thy sons, in peac^ the forest trembles, 
When, roused to war, it hears their echoing bugles; 

• N 2 * 
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And the dark native, fearful scowling, flies their 

Unerring rifles. 

Lovely thy maids ; their own warm skies have deck'd, 
Rosier tints their cheeks of pearly whiteness, . [with 
And from their glance, with richer zest ;. delighting, 

, * .- Beam love and pleasure. 

V 

Blest be thy soil! may ages, round thee circling, 
Prosp'rous and rich, with rising glories crown thee, 
And thy brave sons, united, ever rally 

Round Freedom's ban uersf 

Hush'd is the song: but, high above reflected, 
Echo returns, and, joining its vibrations, 
Tongues, pure, celestial, with loud, lengthen'd plau- 
dits,] Shout: Alabama! 



THE MOONLIGHT EVENING. 
A SONG. 
* Air — The Light-house. 

'Tis eve, and the queen of the lucid domain, 

In her circlet of beauty light glancing, 
Has led up her choirs of delight, o'er the plain 
. Of the sky, to soft melodies dancing: 
No cloud dims the course of her joyous career, 

But, pure as the chryst 4fr stream's flowing, 
The silver-tint rays of her radiance appear, 
O'er^le azure bright canopy growing. 



V 



AMERICAN LYRICS. 167 

How blest, how benign, O, how calm, o'er the soul, 

Beams the hour, in sereneness and brightness, 
And those orbs, in the track of their splendor that roll, 

On the eye, in their buoyance of lightness! 
The storms that have rag'd, thro' the day that is past, 

Have ceas'd from their angrjr commotion, 
And hush'd are the sounds of tMjfough surging blast, 

That erst swept o'er life's mtij^p|fit-tost Ocean. 

Methinks could the soul such a quiet e'er know 

As this hour doth impart, in its beauty, 
Man's life, like the light of those bright stars, might 

In the orbit of peace and of duty. [flow 

Oh, ever, ye fair circling train of the night, 

O'er the paths of life's wanderings gleaming, 
May your chaste rays of peace thiow a hue of delight,, 

Whilst we joy in the smile of your beaming! 



ELEVENTH ODE OF HORACE. 

Seek not Lucanoe, ('tis wrong,) to know 
What fate on thee, or me, the Gods bestow; 
Nor Babylonian numbers, tempting, try : J 

When death comes, better 'tie, to fearless die; 
Whether more winters Jove, in mercy, send, 
Or with the present our short course he end; 
The present, which the rough Tyrhenian rides', 
Dashing with storms. upon its rocky sides? 
Seek wisdom, moist in wine; the time prolong! 
It flies, invidious, whilst we raise the song: 
It flies. The fuftire seek not in thy sorrow; 
But seize the JprSeut. Trust not to the niorrow 



^ /*r 
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Man, here, your Despots 
Mocks, nor servile fetters hini infold ! 

Here look! where, fair, 
Columbia's open arms expand, 

With blessings rare, 
To welcome exiles to her land, 

In bounteoo* treasures rich, 
With liberaffind unstinting hand ! 

Here, from the fear, 
Oppression fain would round ye throw, 

Escap'd, and dear 
To freemen's hearts, that warmly glow, 

With Nature's yearnings, 
May ye peace and safety feel and know. 

Oh, raise the song, 
Ye ransom'd exiles! raise, on high, 

The strain! prolong 
Your shouting gladness, thro' the sky, 

For your deliv'rance! 
Loud abroad let your hosannas fly! 

Columbia claims, 
From you, from us, from all the world, 

The dearest names 
Of love and honor; she, who hurl ; d 

Proud tyrants to the ground, 
And, fearless, Freedom's flag u nfurl'dr 
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NEVER! NO, NEVER. 

A SONG. 

Bright are thine eyes, in tears, 

Fair daughtc r of sqgrow! 
And lovlier far appears 

The charm, from grief, you borrow: 
But shall the dawning light 

Return, too long abiding, 
Your hero, from the fight, 

To hush your anxious chiding? 
No, never, to thine eyes, oh, no, never, no, never 
Shall the soul return that's fled; fled forever! 

What? what shall ease the -pain 

That rends thy heart, with anguish? 
In vain, alas, iu vain, 

In trembling hope you languish : 
Far, far from love and thee, 

Thy valiant hearted lover 
Has fall'n, and round thee, free 

Of earth, his footsteps hover: 
But , never, to thine eyes, oh, no, never, no, never 
Shall the soul return that's fled; fled forever. 



THE POET'S MEMORY. 

Oh, it is sweet, 'tis consoling, to know, 
When the valley's green sod shall, benignantly, cover 
The mould'riug remains of our sorrow and woe, 
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And the sound of our song shall be sunken and over, 

Its echoes shall rise, its vibrations shall swell, 
And renew, o'er our moss-couch, the joys of the shell! 

Sorrow may sink us, or envy destroy, 
And Fame, to our brow, yield no laurel of story, 

The shafts of derision may, ceaseless, annoy, 
And deny to our lift, what death grants to our glory, 

While o'er the geen turf, where our ashes shall sleep 
Regret shall lament, and humanity weep. 

Oh, ye, who have felt the soft magic of sound, 
Whose fingers the Lyre, with its tremulous swelling, 
Responsive hath, rapturously, answer'd, whilst 
round 
Arose the high strain, from its fount brightly welling, 

Oh, say, will no fragrance of raptur'd delight 
Leave its scent on the gale of your love breathing 
night? 

Ye brothers, in sentiment, known but in song, 
(Whose bosoms, o'er which, sensibility, stealing, 

Has glowingly taught what my verse would projong 
The sensitive throbbings of life, love, and feeling,) 

Oh, around the deep verdure that brightens your 

tombs, [fumes! 

E'er may souls like your own waft their richest per- 

And for me, may your Harps, (round the couch, 
where I'm laid, [ m g» 

On the earth's tranquil bosom,) with sympathy glow- 
Breathe softly your dulcet lament, that my shade 
With its murmuring sighs, the soft melody's flowing 

May grateful accept, as a wreath, that decay 
Shall ne'er pluck from my memory nor time wear 
away. 
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THE HERO OF SANDUSKY. 

AN ODE. 
Air, — He was fam'd for deeds of arm*. 

Sound! oh, sound, Columbian shell! 

High the thundering pean raise! 
Let the echoing bugle's swell, 

Loudly answering, sound his praise! 
'Tis Sandusky's warlike boy, 

Crown'd with victory's trophies comes! 
High arise ye shouts of joy! 
Sound, the loud trumpet sound, 

And beat the drums! 

What? shall worth, unsung, expire, 

Mingling with the common clay? 
Shall no notes, like his own fire, 

Snatch, from death, his fame away? 
O, Columbia, at thy need, 

Ever may such heroes rise, 
Brave to fight, and free to bleed, 
Worthy their free, their own, 

Dear native skies ! 

Yes, the strain shall loudly peal 

Ring, o'er valley, hill and dell, 
Whilst thy sons, Columbia, feel 

Patriot joys their bosoms swell. 
Emulous of his high emprise, 

See them crown his youthful brow! 
Britain sees, with tearful eyes, 
Where her brave veterans bold 

His hand laid low. 

O 
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And its murmurs respond back again ; 
Yet ne'er, from the glow which its magic imparts, 

Half the bliss, o'er my soul, doth it fling, 
As when friendship, the union of tastes and of hearts, 

Throws its charm o'er the thrill of the string. 

Oh, ye joys that are lone, how distasteful, how cold, 

How divested of bliss or of zest, 
Ye abide not with hearts, whose warm beatings infold 

The transports that feeling hath blest: 
But Nature beams brighter, and, radiantly, wears 

Her soft, lovliest, smile of delight, 
When the voices of friendship symphonious she hears, 

In the loud sounding chorus unite. 



NINTH SAPPHIC ODE. 

An Imitation of the Latin of Horate. 

Adeste, cives patriae dilectae, 
Carmeni nostro, dum cantemus illam 
Magnam, florentem, ejus felicemque 

Rebus secundis! 

Omnibus pretium pendemus, que magni 
Sunt nobis, conferendis aliis, sic, 
Discrimine quanto habeantur illae, 

Plane videtur. 

Amici, tunc aspicite ut terrarum 
Latus orbis, tyrannicis cataenis, 
Tollit superis brachia inernia 

Lachrymabundus! 



* 
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Quid refert illis, dominis ligatis, 
Quo modo, terra, flosculis abundans, 
Floreat, aut, aetate tempestiva, 

Gaudeat ferax? 

Non illis sunt frugiferentia arva, 
Nou illis fructus tribtientur dulces, 
Sed dominis, crudelibus, asperis, 

Male meritis. 

Non illis sunt divinabeneficia 
Quae Deus voluit homines potiri: 
Rapentur ilia, manibus Tyranni, 

Pene gustata. 

Frustra naturae splendida facies, aut 
Solis nitore, aut rorulentis herbis, 
Corruscat, letans, occulis dolore 

Longe affectis. 

Vita illos et non aliter aspicit 
Quum natos pati dolorcm, pudorem, 
Ac, oneratos, bajulare moles, 

Morte oblitos. 

Sic Parcae et illis iniquae volvuntur; 
Sic et non nobis, qui cantamus laete 
Munera quae hie Libertas et dedit 

Focis et aris. 

Semper benigne, blandiilenta Dea," 
Ilia promit, catenis hie soluta, 
Sola dona aut hominibus aut terris 

Digna vel ipsa. 

02 
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Ecce et ut, votis precibusque datam 
Vestris, longe lateque fusam oris, 
Patriam car am, omni re ortiataun, 

Prebuit Deus! 

Huic tunc gratiae fonti reddentur semper, 
Ex quo ilia nos, tam largitur, haurimus, 
Et nomeni ejus semper sint laus atque 

Gloria, honos! 



INVOCATION TO ENERGY. 

AN ODE. 

Come! thou Power, invok'd, O, come, 

Energy of thought, of will! 
Give, O, give no longer room 

For doubt to damp or fear to chill ! 
Come! descend/ assume thy throne, 
Save by reason check'd alone ! 
Come ! and every throb inspire 
With deeds of worth, and thoughts of fire; 
Ennui's train of imps displacing, 
Languid limbs with vigour bracing, 
Spleen and Melancholy spurning, 
From their gloom distasteful turning, 
To where Hope beams bright, in smiles, 
And with her lovliest themes beguiles, 
Where rapture, glowing, points the way 
For bold Exertion's opening day, 
And Fancy paints, in lovliest hues, 
The onward course thy step pursues ! 



% 
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Let no chill delay retard 

Thine eagle-advent, proud and peerless 
Strong to influence, bold to guard, 

And prompt decision's bosom fearless 
Where, enrob'd in living light, 
In rapturous visions, on the sight, 
Fame's proud portals wide unfold, 
And Honour shines, in mantling gold. 

Come, and bring, along with thee, 

Mountain-born, fair Liberty, 

Free, untrammell'd' blithe, disporting, 

In her native charms, and courting, 

With the magic of her eye, 

And her joyous witchery, 

All the soul ; and hers shall be 

The chariest glance that beams on thee. 

Exercise thy train shall join, 

Ruddy Health, with rosy blushes, 

Tinting, with her rays divine, 

The sparkling eye and crimson flushes. 

Joy, attendant, shall be there, 

Flinging on the scented air 

Wreaths to grace thy open brow 

And round her richest radiance throw. 

Self applause, that pearly meed 

Of peerless worth, in cheering lightness, 

Crowning every deathless deed, 

Shall round thee cast its haloed brightness. 

These, Exertion, these shall crown thee! 
These, O, Energy, shall own thee! 
Gaily on thy steps attending, 
At thy nod delighted bending, 
Smiling round, with rapturing charms, 
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While thy breast with virtue warms. 
And, with that lofty ardour glows, 
Which only conscious merit knows. 



THE JUNCTION OF THE WATERS. 

A SONG. 

Air — Tluf Lexslip may boast, fyc. 

* 
Where Ocean profound, in its deep mantling Waters, 

The pride of its state veils from eyes of the dust, 
Enthron'd, in the miostof his sons and his daughters, 

The Sire of the waves sate severe and august: 
Around him, the race of the rough-sounding Ocean, 

Conven'd at the' will of the surge-ruling God, 
In siJence had met; and, with reverent devotion, 

Submissive, attended and waited his nod. 

Ye pow'rs of the deep, cried the Ocean King, bowing 

His emerald crown'd lpcks, with delight and with 

glee, [ing; 

New honors, new wreaths, en our temples, are glow- 
New glories have beam'd on the realms of the sea. 

From the laiid of the free, with its bright waters blend- 
ing, ' ' [laves, 
Where Hudson his flow'r-blooming banks fondly 

To swell our high triumphs, are proudly descending 
The Ocean-stretch *d Lakes to unite with our waves! 

No longer confin'd by their hills and their mountains, 
They burst the strong barriers of Nature, and, fair, 
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Enfranchis'd, and loos'd from the depths of their 
fountains 

Their* ambe'r-tress'd trains to our presence repair. 
What fate had denied to our state and our glory, 

The wisdom of man hath achiev'd, and the name 
Of Clinton shall live, .in the annals of story, 

To brighten in honor, and flourish in fame. 

The shout of the Sea-Gods, with loud acclamation, 

The tidings hail'd, joyous, and, raptur'd, desir'd 
A boon, as the mark of their high approbation, 

To double the bliss which the news had inspir'd; 
No longer, above, let that chieftain delay him, 

But, honor'd and crown'd, to our regions descend: 
Let gratitude's voice, nor man'f reverence stay him, 

Nor the loud ringing cheers that his footsteps attend! 

'Tis done, said the God, though.humanity weep him, 

With myrtles and cypress, entwin'd round his bier, 

Tho' mem'ry, with grief, in her balmy tears, steep 

him, [here. 

And his dust moulder there, shall his spirit live, 
My councils his wisdom shall guide and enlighten, 

And rule my broad empire and govern its wave; 
And long shall the star-spangled stripe, o'er it brighten 

In honor to him, from the land of the brave. 



t 
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THE FREiXCH REVOLUTION 

OF THE THREE DAYS. 

I heard thy voice ; my heart arose, 
Respondent to the echoing close, 

The burden of its song: 

Fair realm, it cried, unaw'd, advance, 
In Freedom's path, thou beauteous France, 

In fearless virtue strong! 

For, lo! where prostrate tyrants fall! 
Tyrants that would thy sons enthral, 

ylu slavery's harrowing chains; 

As Liberty, once more in light 
Of renovated beauty, bright, 

Rides joyous o'er thy plains! 

O, taught by scenes of former strife, 
With havoc, blood, and carnage rife, 

Let Wisdom's tempering hand 

Thy course, sedate and stainless, guide, 
Unurg'd by lust, uncheck'd by pride, 

To free thy dear lov'd land ! 

Long hath the despot's iron sway 
Gloom'd o'er thy realms a sombre ray, 

And fore'd them aad to own 

The brutish doctrine, frani'd by might, 
Oblivious of fair Freedom's right, 

Of thousands made for one. 
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And long, o'er Europe's blood-stain'd shore, 
Unrousd by* ail her toils o; '/ore, 

* The story of her woes ; 

Man slept, supine, nor felt his pow'r, 
Till Liberty in blithsome hour 

Here clad in light arose. 

Till, here, the hero of her van, 

The curse of kings, the friend of man, 

Inspired by light divine, 

First taught the foes of man to feel 
The vengeance of his glittering steel, 

On war- fain 'd Brandywine : 

Nor deem'd his course of glory done, 
When fair Columbia's right was won; 

Regretful, to thy plains, 

With filial zeal, for thee, he bore 
A chainless heart, to own no more 

A tyrant's hateful chains. 

O, fam'd, in Freedom's annals bright, 
Crown'd with her wreaths of living ligbt, 

Whom Time shall ne'er forget, 

That Hero lives, his Country's bliss, 
The joy of that, the pride of this, 9 

Our own lov'd Lafayette! 

And ever may that zeal inspire 
(Which urg'd his soul of youthful fire 

For Freedom to advance;) 
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Your dauntless hearts, ye glorious band, 
With souls like his, unaw'd to st^pd, 

Ye generous sons of France! 



THE SERENADE. 

Air the same. 

The silvery moon shines peerless bright, 

Whilst silence reigns profound ; 
And, on the listening ear of night, 

Soft music's strains resound: 
We seek this calm, this sainted hour, 

For Love's enchantments made, 
To own thy charms, thy magic pow'r, 

And sing our Serenade. 

Arise from sleep, thou fair one, rise! 

Shake off its slumbrous thrall ! 
And, brighter than these moon-iit skies, 

4ttend Love's am'rou* call ! 
Nor from soft music's dulcet strain, 

In which our vows are paid, 
Distasteiwl, turn, but wake again 

To hear our Serenade! 

Yet, lest our suit be cold and weak, 

Nor thou the strain admire, 
Our warm adieus the song shall speak 

Nor too much pressing tire. 



•■ „■* 
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Then, fare thee well, in sleep's soft arms, 

Repose, thou gentle maid, 
Whilst, distant from thy blooming charms, 

Resounds our Serenade! 



THE CREATION. 

Tenth Sapphic Ode. 

{treat are thy works of glory, Sovereign Maker! 
Father, omnipotent and sempiternal* 
Known to thine own ubiquitous omniscience 

From the foundation f 

High on thy throne empyreal, encircled 
Round by effulgent radiance of glory, 
Awful, alone, thou sat'st and beatific, 

Wisdom's great author ! 

Long e'er the earth, around her ample orbit, 
Roll'd from thy hand, by equipower attracted, 
And her swift course, instructed in her circling, 

Unerring wended: 

E'er the bright fount of light and heat, propitious, 
Spread o'er fair worlds its genial ray*, reflected 
Back from their myriad tints of lambent beauty, 

Sparkling and flashing: 

E'er the broad Ocean's stretching arms, expansive. 
Girdled the round of this terraqueous planet, 
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And with its seas disjoining, intervening, 

Kent and divided : 

Glorious thou sat'st, within thyself revolving 
Germs of creative wisdom, till thy fiat 
Brought, o'er the shroud of universal matter, 

Light out of darkness. 

Let there be light, thou said'st: the light, obedient, 
Rose at thy call, and with spontaneous quickness, 
Plcas'd to obey, with vilifying gladness, 

Glanc'd o'er the waters. 

Fair shone the sun, resplendently arising, 
Far, o'er the wide expanse of nature's glories; 
Whilst the soft moon and planetary choirs 

Beam'd soft effulgence. 

Green, o'er her wide and ample fields, maturing, 
Herb, tree, plant, flow'r, rich fruits of varied tincture, 
Earth, to the eye presenting, freely offer'd 

Bounteous profusion. 

Fair, they arose, instinctive, at thy pleasure, 
CalFd, by a word, to light, to life, and being, 
And with innumerous, odoriferous, perfumes, 

Impregn'd the air. 

Swift, through the water's undulating motiou, 
Gamboling wanton, swam, with burnish 'd lustre, 
Ocean's vast tribes, or, untidy disporting, 

Rose to the surface. 

Wide, o'er the grae^-clad .hills, delighted, straying 
Joyous, iiLtheckV \r: -.ws^ht save by volition/ 
Rang'd then the lore;;; monarch oi the forest, J 

* "*-_-& Harmless and fearless. *k- 
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Him follow'd earth's variegated species, 
Multitbrrn, strange, pardale and elephantine. 
And the vast, diverse, numbers of creation, 

Vagrant and wand'ring. 

Blest was the hour, when, godlike, in thine image, 
Walking erect, and, gazing on thy glories, 
Man, primal man, stood, innocent and stainless, 

Pure in thy presence ! 

High rose the song. With praise the'heav'ns were 
Music melodious swcll'd the awful chorus ; [vocal ; 
Morning's bright stars, and all thy sons, with rapture, 

Shouted for gladness. 

Earth, ocean, air, with teeming life redundant, 
Loud to thy praise, with songs of ardent duty, 
Join'd in one burst of universal homage, 

Singing their life-God. 

Still, O, ye planets, in your rotund motion, 
In your swift course, ye glittering stars, adore him ; 
Shine to his praise thou chaster moon, and thou bright 

Emblem of glory! 

Shout to his praise, O earth, sublimely joining, [sive 
Heav'n shall the sound catch, and, with note respon- 
Riug, through the vast immensity of nature, 

To the great Father! 

Him first, him last, him self-existent ever, 
Him, o'er all being paramountly reigning, 
Laud with all praise him high, supreme transcendent, 
vjp Boundless perfection I 
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i 

Honor and praise, dominion, pow'r, and glory fy 

Be thine, O God, thine sole, for endless ages: i 

Thine, all is thine, O, Universal Parent, ' 

Now, and for ever ! 



THE VANITY OF LIFE. 

Hk, who wills the world to try, 
Reckless of the lore of sages, 

Dearly will experience huy, 
Easier learn M from wisdom's page**. 

But from thence we stand aloof, 
' Deeming all romance and story, 

Till misfortune brings her proof 
To mar our course of love or glory. 

Few and evil are my days, 

Sigh'd the sire of Judah, mourning, 
Transient as the meteor's blaze, 

Past in grief, and ne'er returning; 
Fill'd with pain, and fraught with woes, 

Flitting fast, in endless sorrow, 
Burthen'd time, in anguish flows, 

Waking fearful of the morrow. 

If such, Jacob, were thy life, 

Such thy life of lengthen'd years ; 

What is ours, with turmoil rife, 
But a span — an hour of tears'? 

Oh, ye proud, ye rich, ve vain, 

Bustling through life's giddy mazes? 




* 
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Will not thoughts like these restrain 
Your steps ; where folly folly chases'? 

Stop in time ; but seize the hour : 

Let it not pass by unheeded : 
Wisdom's hand shall yield a cure * 

For woes to come, when most 'tis needed. 
Tho' our lot be fleet and vain ; 

He who did, in wisdom, frame it, 
Shall, in time, its use explain : 

Cease, O, cease we then to blame it ! 



CARMEN IX. HORATI FLACCL 

" Vides ut alta stet nive candidum" 

See how Socrate stands, deep clad in snow ! 
The lab'ring trees bend struggling with their weight; 

Whilst the cold streamlets, sluggishly and slow, 
Pause, in their course congeal'd, in icy state. 

Dissolve the cold, O Thaliarchus ! place 
The crackling wood , more largely, on thy fire ; 

And, from its Sabine cask, thy cheer to grace, 
Let the old wine a warmer zest inspire : 

Leave to the Gods the rest! At their command, 
The tempest-winds rush lordly o'er the deep; 

Whilst, round the ash and tow'ring cypress, I land, 
The whispery winds, in gentler murmurs creep. 

*; p 2 
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Cease to inquire the morrow's fete! O cease 
To ask what fortune future days may chance; 

Nor spurn the soft delights — O boy, release 
Thy heart from care, in the enlivening dance : 

* Whilst yet old age, morose, with hoary frost, 
Chills not the ardor of thy youthful prime ; 

And the warm throbbings of its fires be lost, 
Quench 'd in the torpors of dull withering time. 

Now to the fields and threshing floors repair; 
To where at night the whispery sounds arise; 

As by appointment, with the willing fair, 
You hold discourse; or from the nymph that flies, 

(While the soft laugh betrays her hiding charms, 
And feign'd concealment) rush, at Love's command, 

To pluck the bracelet from her pearly arms, 
Or ring reluctant, from her struggling hand. 



THE FAME OF OUR SIRES. 

A SONG. 
Air — E'er around the huge oak. 

Ye sons of the free, who encircle the shrine 

Of Liberty's temple, with pride ; 
Where Freedom, fair Goddess, with transports divine* 

Deigns, bounteous, in love to preside: 
Oh long may your deeds of renown fan the flame 

First lit by your patriot sires; . /jjjj 
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And your emulous zeal, in the bright scroll of fame. 
Ever glow with the warmth of their fires! 

As memory recals, with proud triumph, the past, 

Where oi%r forefathers rose in their might; 
And where vict'ry descended, in glory, to ,cast 

Her wreaths o'er the fame of their fight ; 
As, exultant, we glow o'er their deeds in the field, 

Their conquest crown'd toils, and theinfiresj 
E'er the just meed of praise to their glory we yieldj 

Whilst we walk in the steps of our sires. 

Tho' Peace, olive Peace, blandly smiles on our lot 4 

And our hearts fondly joy in her shade ; 
Oh the price that hath bought it shall ne'er be forgot;, 

Nor the ransom our ancestors paid. 
When war's shrilly clarion, in thunder,- is heard, y 

Arousing the rage of our fires ; 
We swear, by their worth, by their memories rever'd, 

Ne'er to tarnish the fame of our sires! 




LINES 

Written in a young Lady's Album. 

I like thy plan of keeping thus a book 
For bright extracts, to turn to, in a minute; 

But still, I think the thing has an ill look, 
That every fool can set his hand within it. 



1 
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ABSENT FORMS. 

A SONG. 
Air, — The Light-house. 

I've heard that, from realms, where fruition presides, 

Endued with elysian-fraught pleasure, 
From earth's grossness freed, the pure spirit resides, 

In a joy that knows boundary nor measure; 
And that, oft, from those regions of blissful delight, 

To where mortal sorrowings languish, 
Descending they blend with the bright dreams of night 

Shedding balm o'er the wounds of our anguish. 

Ye visions, that fancy frames lustrous and fair, 

ft| midnight's dark watches and slumbers, 
The deep holy calm of the rapture-touch'd air 

Soothing soft, with your heav'n-deduc'd numbers; 
Oh, gently descend to the couch of my rest, 

When, in sleep's dewy arms I'm reposing, 
Forms dearer than light to my woe-burthen'd breast* 

In the bliss of your presence, disclosing! 

Tho' distance divides me from friends that I love, 

Tho' Time seek our ties to dissever; 
Nor distance nor time shall suffice to remove 

What affection hath hallowed — no, never! 
But. oft, by fond Memory invok'd, shall they spread 

Round my pillow, a glow of emotion, 
As blissful as Love, in his transports, e'er shed 

O'er the warmth of his zeal and devotion. 







'fc 
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AN ODE. 

Away, moody Melancholy ! 
Offspring stern of spleen and folly ! 
Marring with thy doubts unholy, 

Human bliss ! 

Mortal pain and mortal pleasure 
Hath its end and hath its measure : 
Wisdom, from her storied treasure, 

Teachcth this. 

What, from thee, can mortals borrow, 
Ease for woe, or cure for sorrow 1 
Weeping, o'er a sad tomorrow, 

Griefs to come, 

Is a weakness. Thou ean'st never, 
By foreboding fears, dissever 
Man from ill, his portion ever, 

* And his doom. 



THE BATTLE OF CHIPPEWA. 

A SONG. 

Air, — The Campbells are coming. 

The Yankees are coming, their bugles sound far;- 
' m \ifBhe Yankees are coming, brave Brown for the war; 
'yj TJie Yankees are coming, the foeman shall feel 
^-* The aliot of their rifles, the force of their steel, \ 
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When foreign invaders, insulting and >«ern, 

The battle-shock scck, I'nm our aims thev .-hall learn 

That, lirmJv united and fJ*ii s .'-" !••«». niui iVcr, 

We rally, umiiov'd, round car I liberty tree. 

The Yankees are coming; on Chippewa's shores 
The doubling drum rattles, the musquetrv roars; 
The Yankees are coming; £>ir Freedom shall crown 
With circlets of laurel her valiant chief Brown! 

When foreign invaders, &c. 

The Yankees are coming, the fierce charge is beating; 
The Yankees are coming, the foes are retreating; 
The Yankees are coming, old Chippewa's flood 
Hears the pale foeman shriek, a* the shore drinks 
his blood.] When foreign invaders, A&c. 

The Yankees are coming, but back from the slaughter; 
The Yankees are coming, whilst proud, o'erthe water, 
The bugle of victory swells high the strain, 
As they march to their firesides, in triumph, again.. 

When foreign invaders, d&c. 



SAN DOMINGO. 

Eleventh Sapphic Ode, 

How are thy judgments manifest, in grandeur, 
Lord, mighty God, tho' bounteous thou, long suffring,* 
Sure and retributive, Justice, at thy bidding, 

Strikes the offender! 



'*& 
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* 

Oh, San Domingo ! where the white Invader, 
First, in his wrath and Just of golden booty,* 
Lost to thy mild benevolence, g/* at Father, 

Plunder'd and ravag'd; 

Long shall the groans, resounding from thy forests., 
Raise the loud cry of sorrow, grief, and madness, 
In lengthen'd peals, invoking retribution 

On thy oppressors ! 

Hark! a low murmur, from the mountain-forest, 
Sullen and lone, ascends, a plaintive moan, where 
Guacanagari, by his friends distrusted, 

Sinks, broken-hearted. 

Mild wasjfay breast, O chief of many a sorrow! 
Pure wajghy heart, untainted by corruption! 
Freely thou gav'st it, a ad thy guileless bosom 

*■ Welcom'd the stralf^er. 

Oh what relm*n requited thine affection? 
Stripp'd by thy friends, and by thine own deserted: 
Spain, ruthless Spain, with crimson tears shall answer 

For thine affliction. 

See, where, at bay, upon his native mountains, • 
Golden Cibao's prince, brave Coanabo, 
Pale cowards bear, whom arms had vainly threaten'd, 

Chuiu'd, and in bondage! 

Long shall Domingo's deep, ensanguin'd vegas, 
And her wild mounts, Rftrtictive, rieh in treasure, 
Rise to thine eye, O Father, whilst their Humors 

Cry loud for vengeance' 

With what wild throbs tumultuous of emotion, 
View'd he hi3 free his ancient rights invaded ; 



^ 
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When the white savage Andalusia nurtur'd 

Broke on his quiet? 

Say, did he hend his neck, in suppliant fealty? 
Say, did he recreant yield? did fear inthrall hirri^ 
No thy proud spirit e'er remain'd unconquer'd, 

Brave Coanabo! 

Shall thy high soul, by treacherous arts enveigled, 
Claim from no eye the tributary moisture? 
Shall no warm breast thy valiant memory cherish 

Free mountain chieftain? 

Yes, whilst the sun, distasteful to the mourner, 
Lights up to woe, lament, and tribulation, 
Faithful, thou weep'st, lone widow, in thjurarow 

Anacaona! ^/f 

Oh, Xdfagua, within thy fertile borders, 
Nature's own self the plains had drest i^eauty, 
And with her lovliest glow of budding vWdure, 

Wanton'd luxuriant ! 

In thy lov'd shades, of spicy scent ambrosial, 
Cool'd by the fanning touches of the zephyrs, 
Carrol'd thy fearless sons: thy lovely daughters 

Listen'd delighted ! 

Pensive, within those leafy coverts straying, 
Who heaves the sigh, griev'd, slighted and forsaken, 
Bright are thine eyes in tears Mft maid of sorrrow 

tenamota! 

Sigh not for love: more pressing cares assail thee ; 
Death, stills lliy wail. Thy native plains are smoking, 
Hot with* the crimson life-blood of thy kindred, 

Shambled and butcher'd. 



» 
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What mighty shade demands the sounding measure, 
Verse like his soul, gigantic as his stature, 
Which, in perfection fram'd, the chisel'd sculpture 

Fails in portraying? 

Sad, o'er my Lyre, his mighty spirit bending, 
Scornful and high, as erst, of haughty carriage, 
Glaring his eye, he shouts, O Spain, for vengeance, 

Death and destruction! 

Last of thy race, whom force had vainly fronted, 
Fate thee denied, what feebler brows have laurel'd, 
Victory's wreaths. Thou feil'st, but like the mighty 

Cotubanama! 

Whence comes that murmuring melancholy moaning, 
Blent with the sighing breezes of the Ocean, 
Wild o'er the wave, Domingo, to thy rough shore. 

Weeping and wailing? 

Ah, 'tis thy voice, in sorrow, sable Afric, 

Sad, o'er thy sons, lamenting, and thy daughters, 

Pent in the floating prisons of the Spaniard, 

Chain'd and in bondage! 

Hark! 'tis the shout spontaneous of thy offspring, 
Tortur'd and task'd, and scourg'd beyond its bearing, 
Strikes on the ear, tremendous, whilst oppression 

Shrinks into nothing! 

Loud sounds thy tocsin, Horror! fell Destruction 
Treads on thy heels, retribute, whilst Ju> Tee 
Rings loud the kneUjDr Spain's devoted children, 

Calling for Vengeance! 

Q 



> 
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See bow, in air, loud shouting, from their thraldom, 
Loos'd and enfranchis'd, high they fling the flaming 
Torch of Destruction, whilst* their shrinking victims 

Sink, overpower'd! 

Now for man feel, O Spain, thy myriads, falling, 
Call, vainly call, from hands that proud oppression 
Chain'd, for that mertjy which thy iron scourgings 

Whipt into fury ! 

Lo! it is finish'd. Vengeance hath completely 
Paid the great debt of horror and of suffering, 
Due to thy sons, Domingo! Freedom's banners 

Float there triumphant! 



A HYMN. 

Above this vale of tears and woe, 

Whei e drear affliction dwells, 
Where briny fountains flow, 

Or trickling tear-drop swells, 
There is a land where spirits bright, 

Beyond the high arch'd sky, 
Dress'd in their robes of heavenly light, 

The storms of life defy. 

Thither, thither, from this jail, 
Where crimes and sorrows press, 

Ascends the imploring wail 
Of misery's sore distress. 






s* 
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Oh,' happy, hence, in peace to wend. 

How happy should we he 
In those bright realms, to find a friend, 

Eternal Sire, in thee! 



THE LYRE TO ITS ABSENT FRIENDS. 

After the manner of 3Irs. He mans. 

And shall that spirit sink? 

Shall Death's dark pow'rs control, 
Oblivious, in their darksome caves, 

The Bard of the heav'n-born soul? 

Shall the sound of his song be mute? 

His Lyre, of the tremulous sound? 
Shall his trembling fingers touch no more 

To the valleys echoing round? 

Oh, awaken, my Lyre, once more! 

Thy holiest harmonies bring; 
Whilst a breeze, from my distant native shore 

Shall thrill o'er each murmuring string! 

Dear land of my birth all hail! 

Tho' far from thy classic strand, 
Remembrance vi?id paints each scene 

Of my fond lov'd, native, land. 

Do hearts that once throbb'd for me* 
Harmonious in joy and in woe» 



JlV; 
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Oh say do they beat with the ardent warmth 
Of Friendship's yet generous glow. 

Oh say, has the flame, first lit 

On thy purest altar, O Truth, 
Been quench'd, by the chilling hand of Time! 

Or fled with the withering of youth? 

No, no! Tho' we're absent far, — 
And estrang'd, — I believe it not: — 

The fond, fond hope of my heart is still 
That my memory's not forgot! 

But, when shall we meet again? 

My love with you, now and forever, 
Shall rest, shall remain, in thought unchang'd 

Tho' the Fates should answer: never! 



TWELFTH SAPPHIC ODE. 

Oft hath the muse, with influence-soul delighting, 
Warm, o'er my fancy, cast her spell o f brightness, 
And the dull hours, that care and sorrow shrouded,. 

Eas'd of their thraldom. 

Yet not to me an isolated joy sprang, 
Poignant, or zested with as high a relish, 
As when partaken, socially and kindly, 

With those I loved best. 

Joys, that are lonely, misers may derive from 
.Hoards of vile trash in iron safety buried ; 
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But nobler breasts their higher bliss must find in 

Participation. 

Yet still those jo y s, which, in the Poet's dreams, lighti 
Play, and divest, for him, of half their irksome 
Ennui, the hours, a modest fear may veil, and 

Shrink from exposing. 

Few can be just to living genius, — few can, 
(Generous and free) yield homage, or appreciate 
Duly its pow'rs, unprejudic'd, nor grant ap- 

Plause without envy. 

But from those few, more open and more candid, 
Lib'ral and just, unbiass'd in their suffrage, 
Taste takes the tone, and, Fame, with answering 
plaudits,] Echoes in praise back. 

I. 
Fiery Ambition, rushing to the onslaught, 
Dealing destruction, with his pealing thunders, 
While prostrate millions suppliant bend, and, fear- 
struck,] Worship before him, 

Carves proud his name on Hist'rys high pedestal, 
Stain'd and ensanguined, by his reckless hand, till 
Mercy and manhood shuddering turn in horror, 

Loathing the sun-light. 

Fortune to Kings and Princes, from the station 
Where birth hath plac'd,or chance hath blindly rais'd 

them, 
Grants a renown oft simply from a state, which 

Merit hath won not. 

Q2 
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But of that crowd, innumerous and diverse, 
O'er which, in pride, they lord it, and, supremely 
Great, in esteem of self, of all achievement 

Usurp the honor; 

Many a heart throbs high with noblest virtues; 
Many a breast burns fierce with noblest fires ; 
Many a brow the diadem had grac'd with 

Surpassing lustre. 

Yet Fate forbids; nor would they, on the blood-stain'd 
Field, havoc-loosening, raise, of feeling mindless, 
Trophies of death, won by the groans and anguish'd 

Shrieks of the dying: 

Rather, O, rather, in the mouldering urn sunk, 
Where night eternal o'er them glooms with mantling 
Horror, oblivious, lie, unknown, un honor'd, 

Till the last trump sound* 



VIOL; 

A Tale % Founded on Fact 

A man there was — (at least so I've been told 
By those who knew,) — in fair New-Haven city, 
Where women — that is old ones — morc's the pity — 
Oft aided, by old Nick, 
To a broomstick, 
Of yore, on high — regardless of the breeches — 
Gee up, would sweeping fly, — ihe witches — 
And thro' the astonislvd air their light steeds scold. 
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Now this same honest wight, whom men call'd Viol, 
These witches, once — but stop! I'll tell the story, 
With each attendant circumstance; and the glory, 

Which — tlio' by envy slander'd much and stained,, 

He gained, 
By slight of foot, o'er these fair ladies, 
And their pegassuses, whose trade is . 

Much scandaliz'd and worsted, by the trial. 

From this fair town — distant a mile or two — 
A pond there was — a pond of brave dimension — 
Claim'd, in fee simple, Jhrough its wide extension, 

By those idustrious wood-reavers, 

The beavers ; 
Where erst they plied their trade and occupation, 
(Like their Dutch kinsfellows, an amphibious nation,) 

And houses, without hands, as by enchantment 
grew. 

And when the invading power of haughty man 
Their peaceful, quiet, tenure had divest; 
And they forsooth were ousted, disposseat: 

For the accommodation of his sons and daughters, 

To cross those waters, ^ 
From end to end thereof, tnPusurper's pride 
Had built — that they might either walk or ride — 

A causeway, long whose sides the waves soft rip- 
pling ran. 

Now Viol had a wife. Ah, ha! what then? 
Why she was old and ugly, therefore she, 
By the time's/law, no doubt, a witch must be: 

If she bfc not, said honest Viol, 

There's no denial 
She's ugly enough to be. There's not a switch 
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Difference between oJd woman and old witch. 
And Viol doubtless saw like other men. 

Where leads your story? o'er that same causeway, 
Where miller's ( aughter liv'd both lair and young, 
Whose charms, (tho' till this time by Bard unsung,) 

Were potent and enticing: 

Nay, she was a nice thing; 
As Viol, oft, at times, was heard to say, 
When from that aforesaid Dame of his away : 

And, Reader! her soft heart could never answer 
nay. 

Oft to that mill would wend this luckless wight, 
With — o'er his shoulders slung — a heavy wallet — 
A weighty load — cramm'd full as he could fill it — 

Of grist; and often finding 

It slow in grinding — 
For it appeared, at times, the stubborn mill 
Bore this ill-fated carrier some ill will ; 

He'd stay — not his the fault — quite late at night. 

One night — each racing witch that night may rue — 
Dark, dark and lone — the stars were scarcely blinking: 
Behind the hills, the ruddjfeioon was sinking 

Down, with a lurid flame; 

And, as he came, 
With the bag on his shoulder, homeward bound, 
And, with hurried pace, on that causeway's ground 

Had just plac'd his foot, her retiring light withdrew. 

Why Viol, man, what menus that silent pace? 
That stealthy tread 9 what makes you step so l^ght? 
Hh<* thou done wrong? or lea res* thou' the night? ■ 

The deeds of shame night covers 
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Which day discovers : 
At least, so omen-loving speerers say : 
But thou can'st fear no shame by night nor day : 

Thou only carriest meal: that need not thee disgrace. 

True* but 'tis late, and dark, the hour draws nigh, 
When midnight's slumb'rous dews men's eyes are 

steeping, 
And souls, less pure, their baneful watch are keeping, 

1 am alone. Who knows but they 

Around me may play, 
With their devilish cantabs and feats biabolical, 
Ah my poor brain! and take their night frolick all 

At thy expense! I should not like such sport; not I. 

It chanc'd that night — it was a luckless chance— 
flis dame — that ugly dame — and a weird sister, 
As ugly — O, the very sight would blister 

Your eyes 9 and make them water to look at — 

Came, pat, 
Spurring their steeds, with a hop, skip and a jump, 
And Jit — Oh, unfortunate meal carrier! — plump 

At his trembling back, to hold their devilish dance. 

At least, he would have sworn so. For the night 
Depriv'd him of the faculty of seeing — 
Though it did not of hearing, or of fleeing. 

So, off, with lightning's speed he ran, 

Like a man; 
And, o'er the gravelly course of that long causeway, 
With a trembling haste, made his drumsticks play, 

Like one who fain would Jive another day to fight. 

Rous'd bv his steps, the fiends surround the man: 
Some, Viol! Viol! Viol! Viol! bawl, 
In rough coarse voice , some jeering: been to see Poll? 
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Been to see Poll? Catch him, says one, 

He's done ! He's done ! 
Ho! says a third, odd rot him! odd r«#t Itim! 
Seize him! seize him' I've jrot him! I've got him! 

And thus, around his Jiving steps, the jibing cla- 
mours ran. 

Farewell, ye flaunting jades! ye're distanced quite; 
For fear adds speed to heels. * A way. he throws 
The fatal grist — sad cause of ai! his woes. 

He flies; and swifter than the wind, 

Which he leaves behind, 
Like coursing Boreas, when he breezes 
From the north — nor sighs nor wheezes — 

Till mill, pond, causeway, all are out of sigbt. 

And at his home, which I have not yet painted, 
He safe, skin whole and sound, unscath'd, arriv'd, 
And in his trepidation vainly striv'd 

To enter there; his wife herself had lock'd 

Silent for sleep; butshock'd, 
Listening, from her nap arous'd, within, 
To the tumult and the rattling din, 

Came out. But though the race was won, Viol, 
out-done, had fainted. 

Reader! hast ever heard in all thy travel, 
As thou by some Lagoon's still waters stray'd, 
And listen'd — arrectis auribus — as they bray'd — 

Those vilely grunting, wide-mouth'd dogs, 

The frogs, 
Who, with such various tones around did croak, 
That thou couldst almost imagine that they spoke? 

Well ! and what then? pray what does that unravel? 

Oh nothing! But would you believe it] The boyisk 

wags, 
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Instead — as they ought to have done — of growing 

pale, 
At such a mirabulous, horrificabJe tale, 

Would laugh, derisively, and say those frogs, 
From off the causeway and old logs, 
Disturb'd by Viol's tread had made those noises, 
Jumping, and splashing, and imitating voices. 

Reader, believe them not! they lie: for Viol swore 
he heard the hags. 



MIx\TA. 

Dark frowning sits the chief, high breasted Minta; 

Wild roll his eager eyes ; deep lightnings dance 
Bold from their lurid beam; proud, his cheek mantling 

Flushes life's ruddy stream round their dark glance. 

Lonely he sits: tho' near, wakeful, aiul fearful, 
On the fast varying hues flushing his face 

Hangs love's devoted gaze, silent and tearful, 
Unheeded Una's, the pride of the chace. 

What cries the warrior stern, sighing disdainful, 
What hath my father's soul died in his son? 

What hath fear's pallid dart aguish and painful, 
Struck from his temples the wreaths he hath won? 

What shall the boasting foe, pleas'd at my -anguish, 
For my young glory stain 'd, ask, in their scorn, 

Where lies the hero bold? where doth he languish, 
Fearing the battle's brunt, loathing the morn? 



» 
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Never! no never! that morn shall behold me, 
First, in the strife of arms, first on the foe, 

Vict'ry, bright Power, in her arms shall enfold me, 
And glory shall crown me, or death shall lay low. 



WRITTEN IN BAD HEALTH. 

Has winter's frost thy bosom chill'd? 

Has Time destroy'd the generous glow 
Of feeling warm? thy verse once fill'd 

With poesy's spontaneous flow? 

Does man no longer claim the song? 

Do woman's charms no longer move? 
Will music's powers- no strain prolong 

To sing of themes that Poets love? 

Ah, ask me not the song to raise ; 

Seek not, from me, the glowing strain ; 
Disease hath quell'd the love of praise : 

The Lyric Muse I court in vain. 

Fair friendship to my mind is near, 

A cordial to my waning prime; 
And beauty to my heart is dear, 

And nature's charms my thoughts sublime: 

But when I seize the sounding Lyre, 

And anxious touch each warbling string, 
My songs in fitful notes expire, 
Or, from its chords, faint murmurings fling. 
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Yet would I, fain, to friendship's shrine 
An offring bring — tho' small — tho' weak; 

While Henry's name should grace my line 
The verse would more harmonious speak. 

For well I mark'd amid the throng 
Of wordlings, in life's busy maze, 

An eye that said, 'twas fond of song, 
A mind, congenial to my lays. 

Tho' thou art steep'd in classic lore ; 

Tho' thou with Maro oft has been ; 
Tho' thou with him who from the shore 

Of Troy immortal fame did win : 

Thou dost not deem the Power divine, 
Who spake the world to life and light, 

Genius to climes confin'd; to pine 
In others thro' an endless night. 

But thou art pleas'd, well pleas'd, to trace 
Fair Nature's beauties, where they rise, 

Whoe'er the Bard, whate'er his race, 
Where'er his birth, whate'er his skies. . 

Oh, may kind Heav'n, propitious, guard 
Those better, nobler feelings ever; 

They are the possessor's sweet reward, 
Which he who Jacks them tastes of nereri 

Cease ! Cease my Lyre ! no longer strive 
To raise the listless, languid strain ! 

Cease ! Cease my Lyre ! Yet bid lain live 
Who call'd thee once to life agaiu ! 

R 
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AIR TENDRE. 

J j autre jour ma Chloris pour que man tocur sovpire. 

The other day my Chloris, 

For whom my bosom sighs, 
With a sweet smile bespeaks me, 

While softly thus she cries: 
O, my shepherd! O my lover! 

Shepherd, love! 
Love me ! Love me ever ! 

Ob, when she was departing, 
How beauteous was her grace ! 

Her cheeks suffus'd with blushes, 
Whilst tears adorri,d her face: 

O, my shepherd! O my lover! 
» Shepherd, love! 

Love me ! Love me, ever ! 



CHARMANT DIEU DE LA TREILLE. 

" Viens seconder mes vcoux!" 

Charming, charming God of wine! 

Come, and second mv desire ! 
Crown'd with clusters of tl e >ine, 

Thou can'st happiest thoughts inspire. 

Come, and let a lasting flaihe, 
In her turn, proud Iris prove; 



An 
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For'the Gods have form'd the dame 
Much too fair to mock at* love. 

Tho' Cytherean Venus hie 

To the wing-God Cupid's aid ; 
Thoir united charms I fly 

For thine own, my fairer maid. 

Oh my heart; what ardent fires 

Glow from forth her brilliant eyes ~ 

Yield to her ye warm desires; 
Lovliest gem she of the skies. 

Come ye powerful stream-Gods round; 

Come ye woodland powers benign ; 
To our music's joyous sound 

Tune your hautboys strains divine. 

Sing the object of my love; 

Second, second my desires; 
Till the happy realms above 

Jealous view my amorous fires. 



AIR SERIEUX. 

A FRENCH AIR. 



O, ye rocks, who ne'er tenderness knew ; 

The in grate, I sigh for in vain, 
Is a rock, flinty rock, like to you: 
* Tho' like you he'll not hear me complain. 
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For he flies, O, alas, from me flies; 

He stays rtot to hear my sad moans; 
Then to you I repeat all my griefs, all my sighs. 

Your silence shall echo my groans. 

Oh, ye vows which he breath'd, on my breast, 
With which my affections he led; 

Ye vows, that have robb'd me of rest, 
Oh whither, oh where are ye fled? 

Alas, that my tenderness prove 

80 void, and, so slighted, returns ; [love., 

'Tis the cause of my grief * 'Tis the cause that my 

With thanks unrequited, still bums. 



K 
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SIR PETER PARKER, 

Am~-Moggy Larder, 

Let others sing, whilst loudly ring 

The vallies to their measures, 

Of love, or wine, or sports divine. 

Made vocal by their pleasures; 

Be mine the theme, 

No. fancied dream 
Of vtttonary barker ; 

The warlike cheer, 

And welcome here, 
Of brave Sir Peter Parker. 

Let not the Muse her strains refuse, 
Accordant to my metre, w 
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Whilst I declare the exploits rare 
Of valiant hearted Peter ; 

Nor deem me wrong 

To raise the song, 
Of praise I am no sharker ; 

But let my shell 

The wonders tell 
Of brave Sir Peter Parker. 

He oft would boast to rule the roast 

Upon the briny ocean ; 
And scold and jeer with glorious cheer, 
Expecting high promotion : 

Whilst from his fun, 

The Yankees run, 
As fearful of a jeering; 

Lesj, like Van Tromp 

Their hides he'd thump, 
His broom at mast head rearing. 

Long had he sail'd, and nothing hail'd, 

As woithy of a winner; 
So did desire, to ease his ire, 
A Baltimorean dinner ; 

And in he sent, with that intent, 
His compliments, high sounding, 

Whilst, from on board, x 

His thunders roar'd, . ' . , 
Their Yankee souls astot^pg. 

But not to be behind, in glee, 

Or hospitable freedom ; 
They answer sent, he might have twent- . 

Ty dinners if he'd need *hem; . ' 
* O glorious feast, for Prince, or Pri< 
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'Twould cure the gout or cholic ; 

Sir Peter swore, 

He ne'er, before, 
Saw such a Yankee frolic. 

• 

But most his tongue thy praises rung, 

Jamaica's lively liquor; 
And swore, 'twas fit t' enliven the wit 
Of layman or of vicar: 

So not, in fun, to be outdone, 
^ They sent this gallant sparker f 
Well season'd, home, 
In his favorite rum, 
The far fam'd Peter Parker; 



■»t:k» 



PACRENHAM*S VISI*. 

A SONG. 
Air — Songs of Shepherds. 

List, ye jolly lads, list to my ditty ; full 

Pleasant you'll find it, and sorrowful too; 
As merry ajutanoody, delightful and pitiful 
Sprout, wToid Helicon's waters e'er knew. 

Chorus* ye Britons bold ; 

Shout till the theme be cold ; 
Gibbs, Keane aud Packen ham's praises prolong; 

While "Beauty and Booty," 

A watchword to suit ye, 
Sliall sound the charge of our fanciful song. 

. 4 
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Long had Johnny Bull, with water y palate, seen 

How our luscious stalk'd sugar canes grew: 
Old Mississippi's banks,deck'd in their golden sheen 
Bright, on his longing eyes,tempting bait threw: 

When, on his minister, 

At his hand sinister, 
Cringing, and fawning, and smoothing his wig,. 

Cast he an enquiring look, 

Just to see how he took 
His grand intent, tho' he car'd not a fig. 

Hark ye, man of mine ; silence for words divine 

List the high thoughts that ennoble a King; 
Listen and wonder, and fairly knock under, 
And own I'm the dandy for Poets to sing; 

From bright Mississippi, 

I soon home will ship ye 
Rich ladings of orange, limes, lemons and fruit: 

Besides, my fair cargoes 

Shall fear no qjjREargoes ; 
But thanks greet our coming, and payment to boot. 

A wink they say will suffice, for horse that's blind, 

Equally well with a nod — -so "the blade, 
Charg'd for the traffic, sent, brave and incontinent, 
Packenham, over the water to trade: 

With his fine notions, 

And leaden dos'd potions, 
To bother the Yankees, and cheatj^he could; 

To gull and to gather; 

If peevish, to lather; 
And shave in the. bargain, if crost or. withstood. 

Steal gift he came, where old Hickory Ironsides 

Serial Overseer for old Uncle Sam: 
Keeinlud vigilant, he o'er his charge presides, 
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Fearless in combat, hi peace like the lamb. 

Fair, from bis cotton walls, 

He the Isle-merchant calls . 
Freely to come, and take what he could: 

And many a red-coat 

He fairly made shed coat ; 
80 glib was his tongue, and his chaffering so good. 

Three times Packenham essay 'd his logical 

Turnings and twistings a bargain to drive: 

Shrewd and wary, old Hickory dodg'd them all, 

Winning five thousand, and loosing but five. 

Packenham, roaring mad, 

All the small store he had 
Lost in the trade, and his senses, good lack ; 

Whilst to their ships again, 

O'er the grief cover'd main, 
Hurried his bands, nor e'er wish'd to look back. 

But one hogshead, of rigi$fc>ld Jamaica, reels, 

Reels and and rolls on the Admiral's deck; 
In which Packenham, stuff 'd and pack'd head and 

[heels, 
Drinks his fill, without hindrance or check; 

Sing then ye Britons bold: 

Shout till your tongues be cold ; 
Gibbs, Keane, and Packenham's praises prolong, 

And "Beauty and Booty," 

A watajkword to suit ye, 
Shall end the swell of our farcical song. 
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FORT BOWYER. 

Thirteenth Sapphic Ode, 

Where the wild wave, from Ocean proudly swelling, 
Mexico's shores, wide stretching, with its billowy 
Surge, in its sweep laves, and, with lashing foam, 
breaks] Rough in its whitness; 

See where the flag of Freedom, with its light wreaths, 
Floats on the wind, in buoyancy expanded, 
High, o'er the walls of Bowyer's dauntless breastwork 

Proudly and fearless. 

Loud roll thy thunders Albion; and thy missile 
Boasts throng the air with lightning flash tremendous, 
Whilst the dark wave, illuminated bright, shines 

Sparkling with death-lights, 

JBhrink then that band of freemen, at the onslaught? 
Palsy those arms that wield the unerring rifles? 
Strikes chill the breast dread fear? or coward paleness 

Whiten the blanch'd cheek? 

No! round that flag, undaunted, midst the loud din, 
Like their own shores, which mountain surges move 
Breasted and firm,arid,heedless of the war-shock, [not 

Rallying they stand fast 



**'■ 



Look, Lawrence cries, brave comradf s; how the foe 
proud 

Jttfcails at our charge, with recrmut spirit flying: 
Like Rome's bold chief, he came, and saw, but nei- 
ther] Aw 'd us, nor conquer'd. 
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PULASKI, AND HIS DRAGOONS. 

The substance of this story was related to nje by 
my maternal Uncle, Col. Aaron Benjamin, who 
served under Pulaski, if I am not mistaken, for some 
time, as an aid. Colonel B. and his two brothers 
entered the service very young — -the youngest at 
sixteen: 

During those stormy times which tried men's souls* 
I speak of '76, (of which the bare mention 
Should ever draw an American's attention;) 
Amongst the many patriots and brave men, 
Associated together, some, there, then, 
Of very different grain, thou mightest find; 
Some lov'd the storm and some the gentler wind; 

Good, bad, whigs, tories, puritans and drolls. 

Reader! perhaps your wisdom thinks that I 
Associate things too roughly? You're mistaken 
In th' intent, at least: A crab is not a kraken. 
The kraken I respect. Now to me it seems 
That, that grave Historian Wee ins 
Some articles hath omitted, in his page, 
Amusing and instructive, gay, tho' sage [by. 

To him unknown perhaps, or unwittingly pass'd 

But short and sweet's the best — a sturdy limb 
Of the bodv militant, who li>v\l the rattle 
Of the douHihg drum and broadsword-clash of battle* 
Seiv'd i:: the patriot rank? — * r 

Tho' With small thanks, *"$ 

1*Vm;i the country, or Historians, for the same, 
Dealing d* s?:rucV»r! v» he r< soo -er he came: 

A ml cur'd i-u more- for Death than Death for hm). 
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Better memento, doubtless, thou ^re'serv'd 
Ill-starr'd Pulaski. Yet tins trifling thing, 
Back to the minds of some, thy fame may bring, 
With grateful recollections ; 
And their affections 

May yearn o'er thy fearless and devoted head, 
And say, whilst pondering o'er th' illustrious dead, 

Thou too wast there, thou for our country serv'd. 

A light-horse squadron to his charge was given — 
Pick'd men, and brave as ever falchion drew, 
Who nothing fear'd but shame — a hardy crew — 
Dragoons yclep'd, but dragons cali'd 
By him, when he bawl'd, 

In broken*phrase uncouth, the loud command : • 
Dragons in truth, a stern, a warlike band — [heav'n. 

And dragon- like they charg'd swift as the winds of 

'Twas at that famous — Reader, let that res* — 
The when, no matter — 'Tis enough 'tis true, — 
And the enemy advancing, in full view, 
As he determiu'd, and rejoicing ran, 
On his fleet steed, around, from man to man, 
To add, if indeed he might, to each constitution 
Fresh vigor, by his words and resolution ; 

Then cali'd a halt and thus^his troops addrest. 

AtteJjdez vous, mine dragons!, attendez vous! 
Mine mfcnfadcr lie one brave man, brave and strong, 
Been Aead one long time, long lime, very long : 
Mine t'ader, brave, never from battle flew* 
Been drad long rime, long ti ne too: 
By Gar! G— d d— n, if I be dead I glad; 
Gfaargez min ; dragons: en avant my lad. 

So saying, at their head, he on the foemen flew. 
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* 

THE VALLEY OF THE MISSISSIPPI. 

AN ODE. 

Where Mississippi's floods 

Descend, with roaring tide, 
And Ocean's bosom seek, 

In tributary pride; 
Wide fertile values, rich and fair, 

In glowing verdure, bloom 
And, on the ambient scented air, 

Exhale, in rich perfume. 

chorus. * 

There Freedom claims her right to rule, 
Where, high, her ensigns fly, 

Whose eagle, stripe and star 
Stream proudly to the sky. 

Lo! with prophetic keen, I view, 

Fast rising on the sight, 
That Valley's cities fair, 

In lambent splendors bright ; » 
Their krfty tow'rs, their burnish'd domes, 

Their golden glittering spires, 
Whose thronging beauty, proudly grand, 

A nobler strain requires, -$£*.■ 

Where Freedom claims, &c. 

Here, she, with her thousand marts, 
The furrowing keel invites; 

Here Commerce's freighted wealth 
The merchant's hean delights; 
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The bounties of the growinjc year, 

In rich profusion, blendA 
And fruits, of every season, here, 

Their spicy fragrance lend. 

Where Freedom claims, &c. 

What countless, countless, myriads rise 

That Valley fair to grace ; 
Like Nation-swarms, they pour, 

From forth its rich embrace ; 
In arts and arms renown'd and bold, 

In peace supremely blest, 
In war, that vale shall arms supply, 

In peace shall yield them rest. 

Where Freedom claims &c. 

Oh, noblest stream of Freedom's land! 

What glorious years await, 
Upon thy bounding course, 

Magnificently great! 
Thy tu e aloft, in pride, shall bear, 

Upon its swelling breast, 
The riches of the orient bright, 

The commerce of the west. 

For Freedom claims &c«*j' 

Long shall that lovely land 

Columbia's care engage; 
And long the memory live 

Of Jefferson the sage ; ■ 
The sage who gave thy fertile soil \'^ 

To Freedom's opening arms, 
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And freed thy land from despot-rule, 
Frd% Despot-power's alarms. 

For Freedom claims &c. 

Live ! live ! for ever live, 

Great, happy, fair and free, 
Whilst thy brave sons e'er join, 

Round Freedom's sacred tree ! 
E'er let her name be join'd with thine ! 

And, mindful of the cause, 
Loud, let your sounding voices strike 

The heav'ns in high applause ! 

For Freedom claims &c. 



FIRST ODE OF HORACE. 

"Maecenas atavis edite regibus? 



i» 



Oh, brave Maecenas, sprung of princely race, 
From whom my honors, safety, bli&s, I trace! 
Some men deligh!l£he chariot race to run, 
And gain the palm for chariot races won: 
Think, if the mark they shun, with skilful hand, 
The Gods they peer, the rulers of the land. 

If the^ capricious Roman commons strive ( 
T? iatfRase his honors; if they honors give, 
Qke lives content, nor seeks, with labor vain, 
To gather laurels on the martial plain ; 
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One, if his own capacious granary stores 
That which is swept from off the Lybian floors. 

A third delights to plough his father's fields, 

And squeeze the grape his plenteous vineyard yields: 

Should you the wealth of Attalus display, 

You could not tempt him on the Myrtean Sea; 

In a frail Cyprian barque the storm to brave, 

And, as a sailor, cross the raging wave. 

The merchant, dreading the destructive wind* 
Sighs for his home and country left behind ; 
And, whilst the- waves contend in furious strifa, 
Praises the quiet of the Planter's life : 
But, dreading want, the danger being o'er, 
Refits his barque, and se,nds h out* once more. 

Unnder the green arbutus, some recline, 
Stretch'd attheir ease pour down the Massic wine, 
Or, at some babbling fountain's sacred spring, 
Drink from the bowl ; and, as they drink, they sing. 
In the full camp, where the harsh trump's alarms, 
With the shrill clarions, rouses up to arms ; 

Or in, what mothers e'er detest, the fight, 

Many to seek an honor'd fate delight, 

The huntsman, heedless of his tender wife, 

In wintry weather sports away his life, 

Whether the hounds pursue the startled hare, 

Or Mursian boar has broke the circling snare. # 

The crown of ivy, which all Poet's love, * 
Me has made equal to the powers above: ^ 

Satyrs and nymphs, that dance the lawn along*, $%" 
Show me distinguish'd from the vulgar throng; 
If neither Euterpe withhold her fire, 
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Nor Polyhymnia the Lesbian Lyre, 

And you should grace me with the Lyric name, 

My lofty head shall reach the heights of fame. 



FOURTH OF JULY ODE, 

I. 

Sound, sound the trtmrp of Fame? 

Let evary heart rejoice ! 
A Nation's Jubilee 

Demands a Nation's voice. 
Around your flaming altars stand'. 

Let noblest offerings rise ! 
Invoke the Goddess of your land, 

Fair dweller of the skies. 

CHORUS. 

'Tis Freedom's day: let Freedom's choirs 

Their choicest tribute bring; 
Whilst, through the concave spheres, 

Heaven's loftiest arches ring! 

II. 

High, on their silvery thrones, 
Where radiant glories gleam, 

See where our patriot sires, 
In living lustre, beam! 

And, lo! with loftier glory crown'd, 
Above their glittering bands, 
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A Father, midst admiring sons, 
The Saviour-Hero stands! 

On us they smile, let Freedom's choirs 4bc. 

III. 

On us, with placid smile, 

They bend th' approving eye, 
As high we feed that flame 

For which they dar'd to die. 
Oh, Liberty ! thine hallowed Fane 

No pagan rite requires ; 
Thine altar is each freeman's heart, 

Thine incense, freemen's fires. 

Then on this day &c. 

IV, 

„ -Sweet, on the ambient air, 

Soft, blow the spicy gales, 
O'er our wild mountain-hills, 

O'er our unfetter'd vales: 
The scented pine and cedar send 

Their fragrant perfumes high ; 
Whilst, o'er the wave, their weightier trunks, 

In navies, proudly fly. 

Then on this day, &c. 

V, 

See! o'er our fertile fields, 
Of rich and wide extant, 
How bounteous Nature yields 

S2 
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ffor stores, with beauty blent! 
Whilst, on our thousand, thousand iulle, 

Ten thousand bright flocks stray, 
Whose burnish'd fleeces, to the sun. 

Reflect a livelier day. 

Then, on this day, &c. 

VI. 

Hark ! o'er the Atlantic wave, 

What clangors strike the ear, 
Where proud Oppression's chains 

Her cringing subjects wear ! 
In vain, to thee, O Pow'r Divine, 

They lift their tearful eyes, 
Whilst mercy, to their trembling pray'r, 

The Despot's scourge denies. 

Then, on this day, &c. 

VII. 

Here, with expanded arms, 

Fair Freedom, to the opprest, 
Benignant Pow'r, affords 
t Her weary exiles rest: 

.'-■ : y Aloud she calls: from ev'ry clime, 
Her grateful vot'ries come, 
And, in her ample bosom, find 
Their safety, and their home. 

Then, on this day, &c. 



^» 



AMERICAN LYRICS. 317 

VIII. 

Ob, ever, may that fire, 

First lit on Bunker's Hill, 
Each freeman's soul inspire, 

Each freeman's bosom till. 
United, round your altar-flames, 

Ye joyous millions bend, ;■ 

And swear, upon their hallowed shrine, * ** 

Your birth-rights to defend ! 

And, on this day, &c. 

IX. 

Hail! hail! Columbia, hail! 

Land of the brave and free, 
Whose high-soul'd sons, to man, 

Ne'er bent the suppliant knee. 
Lei all Creation join the song, 

And loudest paeans raise! 
Creation's voice is, still, too weak 

All off 'ring to thy praise. 

CHORUS. 

Then, on this day, let Freedom's choir* 
Their choicest tribute bring ! . -»' ^ - 

And, through the concave spheres, 
Heaven's loftiest arches ring. 
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TRAVESTIE ON THE BATTLE OF LINDEN. 

Written in the year 1810, and founded on facts, 
of which I, myself, was an eye witness, the year 
previous to my entrance into Yale College. 



% 



At Yale, e'er yet the morn was seen, 
In silence, lay its yaid of green, 
Jf And, still as night, the hours had been 

Of students studying steadily; 

But Yale soon saw another sight, 

When the moon reach'd her midway height, 

And tars and town bucks join'd to fight 

And box the students merrily. 

With cane, with cudgel, arm'd throughout, 
Each student join'd the roaring rout, 
And furious smack M his arms about 

To break their pates so woefully. 

T 

Then shook the earth with clangor riven, 
When rush'd the tars, from front yard driven, 
And, swifter than the winds of heaven, 

The brick-bats followed rapidly. 

.:Agtt fiercer still these bucks shall fight, 
* Without the yard, with main and might, 
And many a lad the dust shall bite, 
0% . " By cudgel knock'd so handsomely. 

'Tis late! nor yet the dogs of war 
Shall cease from their discordant jar, 
Where furious buck and fiery tar 

Shout, in their turns, respectively* 
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The combat thickens ! On each rake 
Your honor ne'er was more at stake. 
Shake, students ! all your cudgels shake ! 

And charge, again, courageously! 

Ah few escape, where many fight! 
On Morse's head some blows did light, 
Who roar'd for help, with all his might, 

And cried 'I'm dead most certainly.' 



- -■■.'*■ 



SPRING. 

Written on the return of Peace. 

Cold winter's past! hail to reviving spring! 
Hail him, who rolls the circling seasons on! 

May we our praise, our grateful tribute bring, 
For smiling peace regain'd, for glorious battles woa» 

Thanks to the brave, that harsh discordant war 
And clamorous factions rend the land no more ; 

The drum — the shrill fife cease, the cannon's jar, 
And, "peace," in shouts re-echoes all the shore. 

Cold winter's past ! Soft peace, with spring, returns, 
And smiling commerce lifts her head again! 

No longer now the rural village burns; 
The sailor, fearless, ploughs the watery main. 

Blaz'd to high heav'n, bright semblance of the day,' 
Illuminated cities light the air: 

Roar the loud cannon, o'er the foamy bay, 
And, thundering hoarse, the lapturous joy declare. 



-■>■* 
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Cold winter's past! and, in the greenwood shades 
The Poet plucks the laurel for the brave ; 

With anxious care, his crown of glory braids, 
To deck the heroes of the land and wave. 

Fought not, in vain, Columbia's gallant train, 
On Chippewa's banks, on Mississippi's shore; 

Fought not, in vain, the heroes of Cham plain, 
Mor Erie beard, in vain, the cannon's roar. 

In Fame's bright scroll their names shall ever live ; 
A patriot country patriot deeds repay, 

Then an admiring world due praise shall give, 
Thine only bulwark they, America ! 



■w 
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TRIA JUNCTA IN UNO; 

Or, Pipe, Snuff, and Tobacco. 

Written sometime in 1811 or 12, by way of coo* 
solation, having been commanded by the young la- 
dies to abstain from their use. 

Farewell ! farewell ! since I must lose thee, 
TJbau soother kind of many a sorrow ; 

For many a year past did I use thee, 
But now no more thy influence borrow ! 



• •■ ;i 




msj-^ ^ — *hy swe etly tasting leaves and 
"f^^Nostril-pleasing, tickling powder, 
Which ott hath made my bosom heave and 
My nose sneeze, than cannon louder; 
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Aye and thy incense breathing smoke, 
Which with each zest I've seen upcurling, 

Exultant, rising, spleen to choke; 

And from my brain the Demon hurling; 

'Tis said, I say, that these, dear friend ! 

Of health and life are but consumers; 
And tho' your sweetest scents you lend, 

You're not the sweetest of perfumers; 

That to the Ladies, pretty dears, 

Your fragrant breath is aught but pleasing: 

They your dark hues recite, with sneers, 
Great stimulant of coughs and sneezing! 

Well, if I must lose thee, I must! 

'Tis hard to part with one so clever: 
My pipes, my boxes now must rust: 

I'm doom'd again to taste thee never . 



* 
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THE SICK MINSTREL. 

Hang thy harp upon the willow, minstrel ! 

Who will listen to thv strain? 
Peace is only on thy pillow, minstrel! 

Release from pain. 

Loud the wind sings o'er the common, minltfel! 

Rlack the ni<rht and dreary: 
Thus triune, alas, is like a woman, minstrel! 

And weak and weary. 
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Sickness o'er thee spreads her pow'rs, minstrel 1 

Languid, listless, melancholy 
Hangs upon the tardy hours, minstrel! 

And makes mirth folly. 

Long enough has spleen assail'd thee, minstrel ! 

Spoiling each sweeter tone of song; 
With every ill of life has aiPd thee, minstrel ! 

A direful throng ! 

Give the foul fiend now dismission, minstrel! 

Let her not o'er thy song prevail ! 
Nor yield the strains of song permission, minstrel! 

To faint and fail ! 

Ok hang thy harp upon the willow, minstrel! 
Who will listen to thy strain? 
^ *. Peace is only on thy pillow, minstrel! '* 
b. «-' ?M ease from pain. 



AN ODE. 

Why; should mortal man be vain, 
Subject to every change of pain, 
Disease's motley haggard train 

And grief and woe: 
Whose life-streams, in a whirling range, 
From precipice to gulf still change, 

And downward flow. 
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He knows not, sees not where he goes ; 
He plucks the thorn, and leaves the rose ; 
Chooses care before repose; 

And pomp and pride 
Govern his steps and guide his will 
To leave the good and choose the ill 

That's by his side. 

So the child unheeding grasps 

The gaily fluttering, buzzing, wasps, 

Or seizes on the poison 'd asps 

That please his eye ; 
And knows not till the venom 'd dart, 
The pointed sting begins to smart, 

That pain is nigh. 



TO MISS M- 



Written in 181 1. 

'Twas that smile, bewitching, charming, 
From my heart desponding sorrow, 

With Circe's wile, my bosom warming 
Driving afar the cares of the morrow, 

Sportively sweet, in triumph, playing 
Round that mouth so naive and simple, 

That all the while was my heart betraying, 
Aided by nothing but a dimple. 



■i 
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- 'Twas that smile, with witchery courting. 
Taught my eye a traitor's part, 
With magic guile, on thy ruby lips sporting, 
Stole my rapture beating heart. 

Be those smiles there ever moviug! 

Round those lips keep hovering still ! 
What, tho' the while, I die with loving: 

Me they pleasure whilst they kill. 



A HYMN OF FRANCIS XAVIER, 

Apostle to the Indies. 

Given me, in 1811, by my brother, the Rev. Isaac 
Jones*, Rector of St. Michael's Church, Litchfield, 
Conn., for translation. 

On Deus, ego amo te ! 

Nee atno te, ut salves me, 

Aut quia non arriantes te 

Aeterno punis igne: 

Tu, tu, mi Jesu, totum me 

Amplexus es in cruee; 

Tulisti clavos, lanceam, 

Multamqe ignominiam, 

Innumcros doiores, 

Sud ores et an gores, 

Ac mortem, et haec propter me, 

Et pro me, peccatore. 

Cur, igitur, non a mem te, 

O, Je?u amantissime? 
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Non, ut in coelo solves me, 
Aut, in aeternum damnes me, 
Nee proeraii ullius spe; 
Sed, sicut, tu araasti me, 
Sic amo et amabo te, * 

Solum, quia Rex meus es, 
Et solum, quia Deus es. 

Oh, God of Grace, my love for thee 

Is not because thou savest me, 

Or those, who love thee not, thine ire 

Dooms to an eternal fire ! 

Thou, thou my God, with love divine, 

On the cross, wert wholly mine, 

To bear the lance, the spike, the shame 

Of a malefactor's name, 

On the tree didst groan and ianguish, 

With a bloody sweat and anguish, 

And died, O boundless love! for me, 

For mine, a sinner's liberty. 

Why should I not with love be raov*d, 

Oh, Jesus, worthy to be lov'd? 

Not for the query, 'yond the grave, 

Whether thy power will damn or save; 

Not by reward of glory be 

UrgM to the will of loving thee ; 

But, O Christ, as thou lov'dst me, 

E'er have I lov'd, and will love thee.; 

For only thou art King above; 

And only thou a God of Love, 
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And he, like pug, with head down bent, 
Was forc'd to use his paws, sirs. 

But, in his throat, with cruel point, 
The bony-part did stick, sirs, 

Which gaiPd John so, whoe'er went by* 
His shins he sure would kick, sirs. 

Singing of sorrows always will, 
In truth, make doleful ditty; 

And if we laugh, when we should cry, 
Why, surely, more's the pity. 

'Twould make your hair, with horror, rise. 

To see his eye-balls glare, sirs: 
He died not : but, ah cruel fate, 

Ran mad as a march hare, sirs. 

Then all the Doctors far and near, 
His sons, in sorrow, sent for, 

For Doctor this, and Doctor that, 
The messengers swift went for. 

* 

There came from Spain and Portugal, 

Of Doctors not a few, sirs ; 
To give assistance to poor John, 

When they his illness knew, sirs. 

-* 

But, ah, 'in Spain and Portugal, 
For physic once renown'd, sirs, 

The Doctors all had lost their skill: 
Quacks Solely now were found, sirs. 

And Russian Doctors, from afar, 
To Jonn's assistance came, sirs, 

Your Cut-us-ofis, and Doctor-offs; 
Nay more than I could name, sirs. 



j. .. 
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The Russian Doctors, you must know, 

Were tolerably skillful ; 
They swore the bone was much to blame 

For sticking there so wilful ! 

Great Doctor-off was much alarm'd 
For tear poor John should choke, sirs/ 

And straight advis'd, with Cut-us-ofF, 
Down in his throat to poke, sirs. 

One thrust his hand down Johnny's throat, 
While t'other held his snout, sirs ; 

They tugg'd, and pull'd, and wrench'd, and 
At last, the bone came out, sirs. [swore*, 

And now, my song r in sympathy, 

Sinks into doleful sadness; 
For, ah, alt ho' the bone came out, 

They could not cure his madness ! 

More wild, more raging was the man ; 

Each passer would he throttle ; 
He seem'd like one from midnight broil. 

Or tipler from the bottle. 

At length, his crazy fit went off 

A very easy way, sirs : 
To Yankee Doctors all was plain 

As day-light, at mid duy, sirs. 

They held him down, and, tljfc>' he swore, 
These Doctors did not he€& him ; 

They gave him Perry — Potter too, 
And lanc'd his veins to Seed him. 



And, after bleeding copiously, 
It paid them for their trouble. 



* ■ "• /'• 
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He's growing old ; if craz'd again. 
They swear to bleed him double. 

Whene'er he thinks of former pains, 
He rants; but they dont heed him: 

Be sure, if he be sick again, 
Let Yankee Doctors bleed bim ! 



* 



A MINSTREL'S PREFERENCES. 

I love to seek the cooling shade, 
By branching, virid, foliage made, 
Listless, on the green turf laid, 

To view the azure sky; 
Or hill and dale's alternate range, 
In motley group, or cheering change, 

That swimming meet the eye. 

I love the lonely desert cell, 

Far from the world's proud pomp and swell, 

With Melancholy soft to dwell; 

O'er human ills to weep, 
Near where the murmuring rivulets flow, 
Or foamy fountains, as they go, 

Descend in torrent sweep. 

I love to roam, at midnight hour, 
When the Mill moon- beams ou me pour, 
Remembering legendary lore 

Of times of old gone by; 
Whilst soften'd breathings, from afar, 
Float wildly, on my listening ear, 

Like music's moaning sigh. 



American lyrics. 2&1 

I love the distant echoes, borne, 

Of clarionet or bugle-horn, 

At deep mid-night, or earliest morn, 

In mellow, lengthen'd pour, 
When o'er the gently wavy sea, 
In undulating melody, 

They seek the listening shore. 

But best of all the walk I love, 
Silent, o'er rocky heights to rove ; 
Or, thro' the forest's thickening grove, 

To take my listless way ; 
Fay- Fancy only for my guide. 
Lost to the world, and all, beside 

My musing reverie. 



A HYMN, 

Written in a Christmas piece, exhibiting a re- 
resentation of Moses leading the Children of Israel 
irough the Red Sea. 

To thee, O God, in songs of praise, 
Ascends the homage of the earth ; 

Reioic'd, this day, its voice to raise, 
This day that gave a saviour birth ! 

Guided by Moses' skillful hands, 
The hosts of God, securely, fly; 

Whilst the pursuing tyrant bands 
Beneath the returning waters* die. 
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To whom the King applied, with anxious mind : 
What says his Grace? will he his pow'rs restrain? 
Or does he. will my Kingdom, sir, to gain? 

He does not will it, sire. He don't? that's kind. 

Nay, more, and better word he sends yon, sire; 
Though you to gain and yours he dotit desire, 

Yet you may gain his Kingdom if you will: 
His beauteous realm your majesty may see. 
And wear a brighter crown of royalty. 

Does he? said he. Zounds ! that is better still. 

Here ! take as many bags full as you can ! 
Go! tell his Grace he is a gentleman! 

Say that nor I nor any Scotsman, even 
From highest to lowest, may it please his Grace, 
Shall ever towards his Kingdom march a pace, 

Or set a single foot within his Heaven. 



AN ODE. 



Though lost to love, to friendship lost, 
And on life's boisterous ocean tost, 

My anguish unregarded; 

With feelings warm, yet coldly met, 
My best intents to evil set, 

Exertion ill rewarded; 

I've almost curst love's fickle flame, 
And friendship's false ensnaring name, 

The generous soul deceiving; 



* 



AMERICAN LYRICS. . 336 

Those traps of knaves, those lures for fools, 
The villian's smiles, the coquet's rules 
j^ To ruin those believing. 

From all that's false, O music, take 
My burthen'd soul, and gently wake 

Each good and fond desire. 

For thou alone canst quell each dart 
Deception hurls against the heart 

Of him thy strains inspire. 

The soften'd breathings of each note, 
Those soothing strains that round me float, 

Within my bosom, ever, 

A cord can strike which never love 
Nor friendship's luring charms could move, 

Of joy forgetful never. 

Thou art not, like to woman's smiles, 
An ignis fatuus that beguiles, 

In wretchedness to leave me; 

■ 

Nor wouldst thou, like a frowning world, 
When Fortune's gifts are from me hurl'd, 

Of my last joy bereave me. 



V 
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THE SEASONS. 

SPRING. 

Now the darksome winter yields, 
Yields to Spring's reviving sun; 

Now the verdant lawns and fields 
Put their virid foliage on: 

Twittering birds, from tree to'tree, 

Sing a welcome roundelay. 

Lo the sun, with gentle beams, 
Temper'd heat, and soften'd light, 

O'er the spreading landscape gleams 
Of stretching vale, or mountain height. 

Who will not a welcome sing 

To the soul-reviving Spring? 

Perfume sweet, and balmy air 
From the growing plants arise : 

What can with the eve compare 
When gentle Cythia gilds the skies! 

Let us all unite and sing 

Welcome, welcome, gentle Spring! 

But while thus, O Spriug, we hail 

Thy fair approach aud greet thy dawn. 

May our praises never fail 

To him who rolls the seasous on ! 

Still to him our songs repeat 

And cast our homage at his feet ! 

SUMMER. 



41 

Now the sun, with fiercer ray, 
Pours upon the parching earth, 
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V 

Potent claims unrival'd sway, 
To give to murky vapours birth, 
, And the dog-star, from his gleam, 

Catches many a burning beam. 

Drizzling rains, from darksome clouds^ 
Drinks the thirsty arid ground ; 

Black and direful vapour shrouds 
The closing horizon around; 

Curling eddies to the shore 

The surf with rough and murmuring roa*. 

Through the quick compressing gloom, 
Darting quick with vivid glance, 

Thrtat'ning man a speedy doom, 
The forky piercing lightnings dance. 

Splinter'd falls the lordly oak, 

Beneath the heavy vollied shock. 

Hoarsely rolls the lengthen'd peal 

Of bursting clouds, surcharged with fire, 

What terrors do the guilty feel 
As nigher yet it draws and nigher; 

And all at once the thund'ring din, 

Rattling, crashing, breaks again ! 

AUTUMN. 

Gaily marching o'er the fields, 

Hie the cheerful husbandry, 
Pluck the fruits Pomona yields, 

And fill the capacious granary: 
Whistling as they glean the spoil, 
The harvest home repays their toik 

Drawing round the gentle fire, 
Sit the mirthful, cheerful, throngj; 
V .' 
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While the well-fed flames aspire, 

Crack the joke and sing the song: 
Frothy drink and nutty store 
Autumn's charms revive once more. 

Look! beneath the beechen shade. 
Sits the amorous, sighing, swain; 

Fondly woo's the willing maid, 
Fondly woo's, nor woo's in vain; 

Whilst the soft and mellow'd breeze 

Wanton's through the verdant trees. 

O'er the grassy turf a bleating, 
Mimic feats the lambkin's play, 

Now advancing, now retreating, 
In the antic frolic fray, 

And the watchful mother's gaze 

Anxious marks their devious ways. 

WINTER. 



Winter, with his sweeping blast, 
Rules the ocean and the land, 

O'er the stormy wave has cast 

His cloudy cloak and shadowy hand, 

Singing o'er the troubled sea, 

A wild and mournful melody. 



.;> 



See thr chill y sailors move. 

Shivering, muttering, on the deck, 
Whilst curling billows, from above, 

Driving threat an icy wreck, 
And frisking round, in dreadful glee, 
They view the monstrous fishery! 

Now, acrost the whiten'd plains, 
Swiftly scuds the jingling sleigh; 
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Skillfully the master reins 

His steeds along the ice-bound way ; 
Muffled warm, the party sing, 
And loud the brazen hollows ring. 

See, upon the polish'd glass, 
Circling round, in many a maze, 

With antic flight, or sport-feign'd pass, 
The youthful band delightful plays ; 

Above the harden'd water skims, 

And o'er jj;s surface gaily swims! 



PASSION, FANCY AND TRUTH, 

I was born of Passion wild, 
* Nurs'd in wayward Fancy's arms ; 
And by nurse and mother spoil'd, 
Dream'd of smiles and witching charms. 

Beauty danc'd before my eyes ; 

'Twas by mother Passion given > 

Me to hold the bauble prize, **-V 

While flatt'ring Fancy calPJHt heaven. 'J^ 

But the painted butterfly 

Flitted from my grasp away ; 
Nor were my burning eyelids dry, 

Tho' Fancy fram'd another play. 

She, in the shining mirror'd glass, 
Before them made a lambent flam?, 

U3 
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INTEGER VITAE SCELERISQUE PUR1 

The man of worth and probity, 
Free from all crime, from folly free, 
With peaceful breast, wherever he 

May chance to roam. 

The Moorish lance, or bow, or dart, 
Or arrow, with its poison'd smart 
Needs not ; for he, in every heart, 

Will find a home. 

Whether o'er Afric's burning sands, 
Or more inhospitable lands, 
Or where Hydaspe's stream demands 

The Poet's strain; 

m 

Nor torrid heat, nor burning sand, 
Nor more inhospitable land, 
Shall, from his upright breast, demand 

A moment's pain. 

For whilst, within the Sabine grove, 
Of Lalage soft I sang and love, 
And rapt, in thoughts of her, did rove 
, Beyond my bound; 

A ravenous wolf my pathway fled, 
Such as Apulia never bred, 
In all her caves, nor Jiiba, dread 

Of horn and hound. 

Place me within those sterile fields, 
Where the burnt air no moisture yields, 
Nor herbage grows, nor foliage shields 

The languid frame; 



», 
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Where clouds and storms obscure the air; 
Where whirwinds urge destroying war; 
And thunders roll and lightnings glare 

With lurid flame : 

Place me beneath the torrid ray 
Of the bright chariot of the day, 
Approach'd too near; and* I will say, 

I'm blest the while, 

If lovely Lalage be but near. 

That lot, how blest, that lot, how dear, 

My Lalage soft to see and hear 

Sweetly speak and smile! 



MELANCHOLY. 

AN ODE. 

Hail, thou Goddess, fair and holy, 
To ray lonesome heart most dear, 

Pensive, soothing, Melancholy, 

Smiling through the glistening tear; 

Take me, with thy soft control ! 

Stealing gently o'er the soul! 

When, with cares and sorrows weary, 
Sad, I sought to sigh alone; 

All around me dark and dreary, 
Thou with sweetest beamings shone, 

O'er me cast thv witching spell, 

Waud'riiig in quest of the shady dell. 
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Or, careless, when, o'er the lofty mountain, 
Straying, I held my listless way ; 

Or, laying thee by the soft chrystal fountain* 
Pass'd, with me the lengthen 'd day, 

O'er each sense, with softest power, 

Fus'd thyself, and claim' d the hour. 

Oft, on that nearer cliff's wild height, 
Which overlooks my native shore, 

Together we view'd the landscape bright, 
Hear'd, from afar, the murmuring roar 

Of the long extending boisterous sound, 

Encempass'd, to sight, by the land around: 

And saw the busy town, afar, 
Raising its little shining vanes; 

Whilst, at our feet, in silent flow, 

The rivulets cours'd the meadow plains, 

Meandering, the reedy grass among, 

And winding their serpent way along. 

Or when, in that lone, small, desert cave, 
We view'd the wildly air-rais'd room, 

Where fled the bold, the free, the brave, 
T' escape a Despot's threat'ning doom ; 

How didst thou take the wretched's part, 

Melting my sorrow-beating heart ! 






And still, sweet maid, tho' far from these, 
I own thy soothing influence still, 

Prompt yet to guide me as it please 
And mould me to thy governing will: 

Still do I feej thy powerful chyrms, 

And joyous clasp thee to my arms ! 

For you and I, sweet maid, forever, 
Can talk of times long past and gone ; 
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Nor wearied be, in sighing, *• never, 

Ah, never, more, will theyreturn ! " 
How do the fleeting moments chide 
The works of vanity and pride ! 



ODE OF HORACE. 

Happy the man, from business free, 
Like the old race of mortals he, 
His own paternal fields who tills, 
And, from the soil, his coffers fills, 

Uncramp'd by pledge or pawn ; 

Nor, as a soldier, rous'd to arms, 
Is waken'd by the trump's alarms; 
Nor shudders at the Ocean's roar: 
He shuns the Forum, and the door 

Of the proud cit, with scorn. 

He to the poplar weds the vines 
And round their limbs the tendrils twines; 
The useless branches lops away, 
The boughs that too luxuriant stray, 
Or happier ones inserts; 

Or, in the sloping vale, beholds 
The wandYmgs of his lowing folds; 
Or the press'd honey stores away, 
In vasys, for the future day, 

Whilst care his mind deserto. 

His tender sheep he joyous shears; 
Or, when her head mild. Autumn rears, 
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Bedeck'd with fruits, he plucks the pear ; 
And sees the grape contending, there, 
With the rich Tyrian dyes; 

A gift, O Priapus, for thee, 
And thee, O God of boundary: 
Whilst, oft, upon the tender grass, 
Beneath an aged oak, to pass 

The hours, how pleas'd, he lies! 

Whilst, in its banks, the deep wave glides, 
And murmuring founts emit their tides, 
As feathery songsters of the grove 
Sing to their mates, in songs of love, 

Soft slumbers weigh the eye9: 



#^T 



But, when Jove rolls the wintery year, 
nd snows and showery sleets appear, 
he furious boar his faithful hound 

Drives to his nets. Encompass'd round, 
The sturdy prisoner lies. 



With art, he sets his lighter snare, 
To catch the dove, or timorous hare, 
Or stranger crane, that chance may get 
Within the comj>ass of his net, 

Of toil a sweet reward! 

^ Who, in the midst of sport? like these, 
Does not forget the cares that tease 
The lover's breast, and every ill 
With which the Fate s man's bosom fill, 
Aik present joys regard ! 
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THE CATARACT. 

Extract from an unfinished Poem. 

Distant far, yet plainly seen, 
The lofty ledge's peak between, 

Falls the dashing spray \ 
Of a lengthy, sheeted cataract, pouring 
From rock to rock, in hollow roaring, 

Down the steepy way. 

At first, en masse, the water sheet 
Pours, till the rocks its torrent meet, 

Then, parting, scatters round ; 
And, here and there, a gurglhfcg'rill 
Murmurs, from higher to low&Jiill, "^hfe 

Till it gains the'ldwland ground. ^W 

And, where on the water gleams the sun, 

In silvery streams, it seems to run, * 

Diverging glittering light; 
With spangles decks the dew-moist air, 
And seems, 'tis a scene so sweet and fair, 

The enchantment of fairy night* 

Condens'd, above, in varying rise, ^,, 

The moisten'd air, that upward flies, -xfc ^ 

Reflects a motley hue ; 
Sweet, the tints of the changing bow; 
Sweet, the glittering spray below, 

Seen through the azure blue ! 



248 AMERICAN LYRICS. 

A\ IMITATION OF SCOTT'S 

"Prelude to the Lord of the Isles." 
Written at the commencement oj the War of 181*2. 

Summer departs ! but still some richer hues 

Rest on the land of peace and Liberty, 
Lingering to hear of war the direful news, 

Brought by old Albion's sons, sweet land, on thee 
That erst knew nought but fair prosperity. 

Yet fitful notes, ol rustic music, swell 
* The deep-ton'd plough-boy and his damsel gay; 

And yet their pranks and ai.tie gestu res tell [ray. 
That nought they fear of war, from Britain's proud ar- 

Summer departt!" From Europe's fields, no more 

The busy sounds of commerce strike our ears; 
Mix'd with the whistliug gales that waft them o'er, 

No more the anxious merchant listening hears: 
And, yo, heave, O! no more the sailor cheers: 

Our ships for safety leave the watery main; 
On the rough sea no form of trade appears, 

Save where, the hind-most of the commercial train, 
Some India vessel sails the wish'd for port to gain. 

Deem'st thou that scenes of war have pleasure still? 

Lov'st thou the si<;ht of blood of warlike fray? 
To see the raging soldiery, butchering kill? 

Or hear the groans of them who dying lay? 
To mark the life-blood stain the spotless clay? 

To note their anguish, from their homes afar, 
Who call, in vain, for life another day? 

These seen, to moralize on peace and war? 
Oh, if such scenes thou lov'st scorn not the muse's lay! 



* 
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Scorn not the lay ! although its feebler strain 

Scarce with an English jackdaw's song should vie: 
Though small its beauty, let it not give pain, 

That a Columbian boy the song should try! 
Thou dost not, freeman, love to hear the cry 

Of murder'd victims, slain by lawless pow'r; 
But thou wilt, patriot, joy for liberty, [dow'r, 

To Freedom's land heaven's own, best, richest 
That her brave sons fail'd not in peril's trying hour. 

So shalt thou hear, and, ah, not unconcern'd, 

The glorious deeds that rais'd our country's fame. 
The hero's praise, who high for glory burn'd, 

Shall live to grace a patriot hero's name. 
Yes, till each mighty hill of cedar bends 

And each vast pile from its foundation quakes; 
Till the last trump the warnin g jHhtt el sends, 

And the vast earth to her deefljKtre shakes; ^^ 
Still shall his memory live, the Wire of the L#akes! * 



A FRAGMENT. 

'Midst clouds of rain and vapour of the skies, 
The subtil, vivid, liquid lightning flies; 
Its heat it still retains, and, fiery, glows 
Although through moist and vapoury air it goes. 
So resolution drives the wavering world, 
Nor heeds the stops that in its way are hurl'd : 
So constancy and courage firm are found, 
Tho' storms of fate and sorrow circle round. 
When o'er the ship the boisterous billows sweeff, 
Now raise to heav'n, now sink her in the deep; 
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When loud and long the heaving mountains roll, 

And nerveless strike the coward's shrinking soul ; 

True constancy more skillful guides the helm, 

Nor fears the surging sea that threatens to o'er whelm. 

'Tis resolution, with experience blent, 

That gives the mind its firm, its steady bent; 

Its plans of life that forms from reason's rules, 

Nor heeds the self-proud disputants of schools. 

Sooner the sorriest slave upon the earth, 

Or veriest serf that e'er receiv'd a birth, 

Should I prefer to be, than bend my will 

Or any else than reason's charge fulfil. 

The greatest, best, the noblest gift of heav'n 

Was surely ne'er for such perversion giv'n: 

Yet some, alas, on pomp and pow'r bestow 

That which but solely to themselves they owe; 

Tamely their sense and reason both resign, 

And lose, by coward acts, fair heaven's gift divine. 



KXTRACT FROM AN UNFINISHED POEM, BNTITLEft* 

"THE TRIUMPHS OF FREEDOM." 

Bright, on the mental vision, fair, defiu'd 
By the high efforts of their souls elate, 
Lucid and lovely as the silvery train 
Of azure eve's unclouded arch serene, 
From the dark back-ground of the elder past, 
Where congregated millions, blending, shade, 
With undistingiiish'd hue the canvass, start 
Forms of superior beauty that redeem 
Thy memory, Jacob, from death's sable thrall ! 
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See, where, soft moving, to the dulcet sound 
Of the sweet timbrel's joyous notes, advance, 
Oer thy smooth pastures and thy verdant vales. 
Blithesome and light, thy beauteous daughters, fair! 
The choirs who leads, ye virgins 1 Who the strings 
Of the loud harp strikes, rapturous, till the strain ~ 
Hill, dale, and grove, in answering echoes, swells 1 
'Tis thy high son, O Jesse! 'Tis thy King 
City of Zion ! 'Tis thy Bard inspir'd, 
Daughter of Judah, who, to heav'n-taught themes, 
Pours the deep magic of his soul in song! 

O Harp of Zion! harp of the silvery chord! 
Oft hath thy string, with varied warbling, rous'd, 
And more than mortal melody, the zeal 
Of listening ardour to proud deeds alarms; 
Or, o'er the waning glories of thyj^ace, 
Inimitably touching, pour'd the lay, 
With notes, that grief, from half its woe, might tear! 

Hark ! from the banks of Babel's captive streams, 
Thy wailing voice, despondently sighs, wild, 
Mournfully beautiful; and, on the ear, 
Breathes all the soul of sadness, in its plaint! 
Oh, sorrowing spirit! patriot mourner! Bard 
Of Lamentation's soul-subduing strain ! 
How bows thy head, in sorrow, o'er the strings 
Moisten'd with tear-drops, softer rendering far 
The tremulous cadence of each dying fall, 
Sweet as the sighing zephyr's moaning breath; 
Whilst on the memory of past joys they dwell, 
In melancholy bliss unutterable; and shed 
The grief of music o'er thy hallowed song! 

But on my ear, entrancing, and replete 
With heavenly inspiration s bolder flight 

V2 



252 AMERICAN LYRICS. 

Bursts the loud transports of thy loftier joy, 
Bright Bard of visions I O'er the murmuring chord, 
Hymning of glories yet to come, thy hand 
Glances in ecstacy ; and the Harp sends forth 
Prophetic raptures, hailing Bethlehem's King! 

Son of the Bard- King! Sheba's pride and praise., 
Gifted, not vainly, by the pow'r supreme, 
With knowledge, and, in regal state uprais'd, 
Magnificently royal, far and wide 
Thy wisdom spreading to earth's farthest bounds ; 
What though thy temples, palaces and tow'rs, 
Mouldering in dust, decay 'd, have sunk, and own'd 
Ruthless Oblivion's dark and sullen sway: 
Time hath, but with a sanctifying touch, 
Laid on thy poge immortal his light hand, 
Rendering it holier by the lapse of years; 
And, from the golden maxims of its lore, 
With wreaths more durable, more just, more true« 
A crown, surpassing all their radiant sheen, 
Pluck'd, to adorn, in majesty, thy brow ! 

These were thy stars, O Israel ! These, amongst 
The numerous constellations that adorn'd 
The glorious canopy of thy prosperous sky, 
Shone brightest; and, still luminous, aiound, 
Though the dark present compass thee in gloom, 
Shed the deep lustre of their fadeless light. 

Yet could not all their pow'rful influence stay 
Your hastening decadence. Too deep, within 
Your souls degenerate, brutified, and bound 
To lustful thraldom and to slavish fears, 
Vice rul'd triumphant and your heads prone bow'd 
Servile, in dust, before the Conqueror's car. 
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Fare thee well! Jacob! Fare thee well, O soil, 
Land of the Harp, of prophecy and song! 
In his high hands I leave thee, and commend 
Thy fallen fortunes to his care, who sav'd 
Thy venturous steps from Egypt's waves of blood, 
Waves, that, still blushing, tell of Egypt's shame. 
He, if, conimission'd by his pow'r divine, 
Thy Prophet-Bards have rightly sung, shall raise 
His favour'd nation; once again restor'd 
Like the lost prodigal penitent and meek, 
To the fond, bosom of a tearful sire* 
His sons, invok'd from earth's remotest bounds, 
Shall bless in mercy ; and renew'd shall shine 
The pristine glories of thy ancient race. 

Then shall thy plains, from slaveij'e iron thrall 
Bursting emancipated, shout in joy; 
And thy fair hills, reverberating, clap 
Their hands, in bliss of gratulation, loud, 
While o'er them all, with paramount delight, 
Freedom, secure, enrapturing, reigns in smiles'. 



ANOTHER EXTRACT FROM THE SAME. 

How sweet the harmony of kindred souls ! 
How sweet the unison of hearts conjoin'd, 
Bound by the ties of similar wants, desires, 
Thoughts, wishes, sympathies, aversions, loves, 
Firmer than art with all its chains can bind. 
Sweeter that union, sweeter than the breeze 
That orient morning, with- her dewy breath, 
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Breathes o'er the banks, with thimy odours blent, 

Of Hudson's waters: sweeter to the mind, 

Than to the taste, the drop nectareous, drain'd, 

Of luscious balsam, from the flowery sweets 

Of Mississippi's vale extending wide 

In varied beauty — sweeter to the soul ! 

Let there no strife arise, my brother ! let, 

In harsh contention, let no strife arise, 

Betwixt thine herdsmen and mine own, I pray, 

To mar our friendship! why? for dearest cause, 

For we be brethren ! If thy choice shall be, 

Hither or thither, to the right or left, 

With watchful care to lead thy tender folds, 

Thine be the preference ! I my right resign • 

To thine affection. To the point adverse 

I steer my footsteps. Go! Depart in peace! 

For we be brethren ! There spake forth the voice 

Of deep affection, love fraternal, kind, 

With ancient Abraham. Beauteous cause sublime, 1 

Reason most forcible ! Admirably tim'd 

To the occasion, pregnant of fond thought! 

For we be brethren ! There, in softeii'd strains, 

With yearning tenderness replete, shone forth 

The principle of freedom. O, might bonds 

Like these, inestimable, e'er bind mankind ! 



AN ECLOGUE. 



Where the sweet Hudson rolls a thousand wave**, 
And, ripling soft, its flowery borders laves, 
In the bland covert of a shady bower 
Fram'd for the solace of the sultry hour, 
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fey modest roses grac'd, and eglantine 

That round it fair sent many a wreath and twine, 

Two lovers met, as friends should ever meet, 

To drink, converse, and toast each mistress sweet: 

Sylv and Amorus we the lovers call, 

Who thus their chat commenced, within the leafy hall: 

Sylv. Since we Amorus have with equal zeal 
Long since the flames confess'd our hosoms feel, 
Fot charming Nelly you, and I for Sue; 
Now as we wish our anxious hopes prove true, 
Let us contend, in friendly strife, and raise 
Our toasts and songs each to his sweethearts praise. 
This brimming bowl I, to your yes, will sip 
And toast the nectar of my Susan's lip, 
While to thy Nelly's charms another 1Sowl 
Shall warm the rising wishes of thy soul. 

^- 

Amorus. So said, so done ; and I the whole will crown 
With this thrice full and featly swallow'd down, 
■i'in description, you exceed the lays 
Which I shall otfer to my Nelly's praise: 
If not, then you to me the same shall quaff, 
Whilst Love and Bacchus sit above and laugh. 

SYLV. 

Thou Queen of Love, attend ! my thoughts inspire 
With all thy magic charms, thy witching fire, 
And, to soft thoughts harmonious numbers bring, 

To sing of Sue! 
Whilst I, delighted, make the vallies ring 
With amorous descants, which alone cau spring, 

Goddess, from you ! 
Inspir'd by thee, and by my Sue, I sing. 



i 
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Oh, form'd and fashion 'd by a hand divine, 
How do the workman's matchless tints combine 
To distance art, in thee? Thy skin, so fair, 

Might call thee pale, 
Did not the blushing rose-bud's hue declare 
The story false, so nicely blended there. 

Art's colours fail, 
Compar'd with thine, or but with loss compare. 

Graceful, in ringlets, from thy forehead white, 
Thy auburn tresses touch thee with delight, 
Curl, in 'their bliss; such their excess of joy, 

They express it so. 
For thee the smiling God, the Paphian boy, 
The world deserts; and only finds employ, 

By thee, to glow, 
Willing to deem thee all that's fair, tho' coy. 

Those eyes! Those eyes, of heav'n's own ether made,, 
Or, with the lightning's piercing glance array'd, 
Or, stealing from the moon her soften'd beams ^ 
4< Of chaster ray, 

Pour on the soul the high-born thought that teems 
With action big, or with soft wishes seems 

The heart to sway ! 
Of such the happy in his slumbers dreams. 

That beauteous form, and, O, each nameless grace 
Which adds a charm to decorate thy face, 
Such as the sculptor's art could ne'er define, 

With nicest skill ; 
The rounded arm of elegance is thine; 
The taper waist: ah would those charms were mine ! 

\t every ill 
That life might yield ne'er more would I repine. 
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But, oh, that form, the beauties of that face, 
The vermeil tints that to its white add grace, 
The polish'd form, the animated glow 

Lag far behind 
The virtues of thy soul, which ever flow 
In uncorrupted streams, and, flowing, grow 

By use more kind, 
Tearful to grief, open to misery's woe ! 

And if, since she is kind to other's woes, 
She bless my lot and yield my heart repose, 
And smiling -lovely set its pangs at rest, 

And not deny ; 
My rising pulse shaHI glow with richer zest; 
I'll press* me to that love-inspiring breast; 

From others fly 
To wedded union pure, caressing and carest. 



n 



AMORU8. 



enids of Sylv, that bright and ardent glows, 
Like the soft flpme, Auacreou's songs disclose, £te 
Ah, if, indeed thdu canst descend so low, 

Attend to me! 
I know thou lov'st to hear love's fervid numbers flow, 
And the soft verse wax warm with amorous glow, 

Whilst I to thee 
The charms, the blooming charms of Nelly show! 

Bland as the beams that grace the northern skies, 
So rich, so mild the lu» ;re of her eyes, 
And, in soft roving ghu ces sparkling bright 

With dazzling beams: 
Melting with love, or di rting with delight 
They pierce, they conqjer, kill the love-lorn wight, 

In Fancy's dreams, 
He sees, he feels them all the livelong night. 
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Fair as the fallen snow, or cygnet fair 
Or with the lily will her skin compare. 
Fresh as the breaih of morn, at opening day, 

With fragrance sweet, 
Her Itps, where Loves and Graces seem to play, 
Well pleas'd to pass their mirthful hours away 

In such retreat: 
So sweet Love cannot find, look where he may ! 

But can I speak, describe that heavenly breast, 
That place where all that's good and fair might rest, 
Its gentle heavings, breathing soft or high, 

As feeling moves? 
Oh, that the muse of Sappho were but nigh ! 
The vain attempt claims tribute of a sigh, 

For all the Loves, 
Here, safe conceal'd, in deepest ambush, lie! 

Description fails! but yet. that form of thine 
Breaks on my fancy, bringing airs divine, 
. * Light, and aethenal as the fancied Queen ^ 

► Of Fairies head ! 

-**TMoving with matchless dignity thou rt seen*; 
■ Or in the blithesome dance upon the green, 
With lightsome tread, 
Passing, with grace, the admiring ranks between. 

Oh, Sylv, can all the beauteous forms you sing, 
Or all the nameless graces you can bring 
E'er match my Nelly's ever matchless charms? 

No, never, no ! 
Free from all ills, if free from loves alarms, 
Should beauteous Nelly bless my faithful arms, 

My life should flow 
Blest and serene, whilst health this bosom warms. 
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.Thus sang the swains: The admiring Hudson fang 
To echo back their voices as they sang. 
And longer had they sung; but, from their spurt, 

A sudden rustling broke their music short. 
They issued forth, and, to their pleasure, prov'd 
That, those who listen'd, were but those they lov'd, 

Who, in a friendly ramble, sought to tread 
The verdant sward and cours'd th' enamell'd mead ; 

By chance the fair had heard their amorous swains, 
And listen'd, smiling, to their rapturous strains; 
But caught, in turn, they enter'd now the bow'r 
To share the covert and to grace the hour. 
Well pleas'd the lovers now, their strains repaid, 
In virtuous bliss, enclasp'd each blushing maid, 
And quaff 'd their wine and kiss'd their loves; and then 
They quaff 'd their wine and kiss'd their loves again. 



i 
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THE ODES OF ANACREON. 

ODE I. 

For Atreus' son I tune the Lyre ; 

For Cadmus strike, with notes of fire; 

But my Lyre, from its strings, 
Sounds of love only flii.^s; 

And will wake but to notes of desire. 

I lately chang'd my time-worn bow, 
And all mv strings I strung anew; 
And wishing to sing 

~ FT 1 

Of the. Hercuhmri King, 
Nought but love in its breathings would flow, 

Farewell, then, ye Jberoes, farewell ! 

No more must the Lyre for you swell ! 
For its string only moves 
With the Graces and Loves ; 

And its songs but on beauty will dwell. 



ODE IL 



Nature hath horns to bulls 

And hoofs to horses giv'n, 
Unto the hare, a rapid flight, 

Like the swift- wing'd winds of heav'n; 

A gnashing mouth of teeth* 
To the monarch of the woods, 

To the finny tribes the faculty 
Of coursing briny floods ; 
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To birds on feathery wing 

To mount the ambient skies ; 
Judgment to man — to rule o'er all 

That runs, or swims, or flies. 

For woman — what is leftt 

What is't Dame Nature gives! 
Beauty ; within whose radiant light 

The pleas'd creation lives. 

Before her smile the dart, 

The sword, fall stainless down ; 

And man, the lord of all, shall claim 
Her love, as labor's crown. 

For she that's truly drest 

In Love's bewjfehing charms, * 

Need fear nor fire,, nor sword, nor aught, 

Save the Boy-God's quivery arms. 



ODE III. 

'Twas at the silent midnight hour, 
When now the Bear had turn'd, 

And, at the hand of Bootes, 
In silent splendor burn'd, 

When all the various tribes of men 

On balmy couches slept, 
With toi-s fatigued ; when wearied eye? 

No longer vigils kept. 
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Dan Cupid, standing slyly near. 

Was knocking at my gate : 
And wbo, the deuce, are you, cried I, 

That break my dreams thus late? 

A child, am I; fear not, said he, 
Bewilder'd, in the night — 

The moonless night — wet, sad, and cold, 
And in a piteous plight 

Compassion touch'd my soul. Forthwith, 
From off my couch, I rose, * 

And lit my torch, whilst listening to 
The infant wanderer's woes. 

The gate I open'd; saw a boy; 

His shoulders pMKons grae'd, 
A bow his hands ; his quivery store, 

Slung o'er his back, was plac'd. 

Within the friendly corner set, 
His hands I warm with mine ; 

And, careful, dry his dripping locks: 
His locks, like amber, shine. 

Soon as the fire his hands had warm'd, 

Permit me, ah, said he, 
This how, in night-dews steep'dj to try. 

Whether it uninjur'd be. 

He drew the arrow to its head : 

My bosom felt the dart 
Sting, like a gad-fly, in my flesh, 

And rankle, in my heart. 
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Then, up he sprang. Rejoice, said he, 

My bow's uuinjur'd still; 
But thou, within thy breast, shall keep 

Remembrance of my skill* 



ODE IV. 



Let me, upon the myrtle leaves 

And fragrant lote, recline ; 
Stretch'd at my ease, the cares of life 

Divert with rosy wine ! 

Let Cupid near me fltand, the while, 

His mantle round him cast, 
And let, it rush tied, loosely shake 

Its odours on the blast! 

And let him serve the wine to me ! 

For fleeting life is short, 
And passing, as the chariot race 

Or glancing speed of thought. 

Within the silent earth we lie: — 

A little dust remains :— 
Or our unburied bones, dissolv'd, 

May whiten on the plains. J& 

Why waste we oil upon the tomb? 

The dead perceive it not: ,-» 

Or pour libations on the ground? 

We would not be forgot ! 

W2 
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Me, rather, whilst I yet survive, 
Anoint ! fresh chaplets bring ! 

Invoke my fair, that she may hear 
Her rose-crow n'd lover sing! 

For I, O Love, will drive off care, 
Dull care, whilst here I stay, 

Till Pluto's dark and dismal choirs 
Shall summon me away. 



ODE V. 



The rose of the Loves 
Let us mix with our wine, 

With beauteous-leav'd rosebuds 
Our foreheads enshrining; 

With smiles of delight, 
The sweet juice of the vine 

Quaff, joyous and free, 
Fragrant chaplets entwining! 

O, fairest of flow'rs ! 
Of the Gods the delight ! 

Thou fav'rite of Spring, » 
Ever cherish'd, with care ; , 

Cytherea's soft offspring, 
In beauty bedight, 

Throws thy fragrance around him, 
To dance with the fair ! 

O, crown me, ye leaves, 
As I touch the soft Lyre ! 
With rose-buds, O Lie us 
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My moist temples gracing; 

While bland, at thy fanes, 
My devotions aspire, 

And, with soft bosom' d dames, 
Sprightly dances I'm tracing: 

Around me, Oh, throw 
My delight, my desire, 

The sweetest of flow'rs, 
Ever lovely and fair; 

Its fragrance shall dance 
On the strings of my Lyre ; 

And its murmuring tones 
Throw delight on the air. 



ODE VI. 



Whither, whither, gentle dove? 

Whither goest thou, and from where, 
From thine oil-anointed wing, 

Scattering odours on the air? 
Fragrant scents around thou throwest. 
Softly shedded as thou goest ! 

Who art thou? thy business what? 

From Anacreon, I depart 
To Bathullus, lovely boy, 

Joy of every eye and heart. ..*■ 
He, whilst other's charms are waiting, 
Is o'er all affections reigning. 

Venus gave me for a song 
To Anacreon, with a kiss- 
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Sweet exchange ! I wait on him^ 

In a trusty charge this; 
And, his warm epistles bearing, 
Thus I take the morning's airing. 

Freedom he to me would give, 
Loose, enfranchise, set me free ; 

But, though liberty be sweet, 
Never may it come to me ! 

Joys none are to me excelling 

Those of kind Anacreon's dwelling. 

Why should I the desert seek? 

Seek the mountain or the grove? 
Leave, for perils rough, a home? 

Leave a home of song and love? 
Picking wild fruits from the mountain? 
Drinking, lonely, from the fountain? 

From Anacreon's hand I eat 
Wheaten crumbs; and oft I dip 

My bill within the rosy bowl, 

That first has grac'd Anacreon's lip: 

With fluttering pinions, round him, dancing, 

And listening to his Lyre entrancing. 

Within his bosom, oft, I sleep; 

Or, fanning gently, m ith my wings, 
His glowing temples, fluttering sit 

Upon his shoulders, as he sings, 
Or on his Lyre ; with rapture, noting 
The master- n umbers round me floating. 

Thou hast my tale. Oh, friend, begone ! 

No longer stop me, on my course ! 
My master's praise hath made my tongue 
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As garrulous as the Raven's hoarse. 
Away! on tremulous breezes borne, 
His Lyre I hear, and must return ! 



mm 



ODE VII. 



The women say Anacreon 

Is growing old and bare; 
He takes the glass to view his head, 

And what's not growing there : 
His forehead's bald, say they. Perhaps 

My locks are scant and few :— 
1 know not.-— And I care still less. 

The saying may be true. 
But this I know, that it becomes 

An old man and his years, 
To sport, and, unconcern'dly, smile, 

The nearer death appears. 



ODE VIII. 



I wish'd — I wish'd to have a kiss, 
And Cupid would have kiss'd me : 

But wavering hearts may change. And so 
Dan Cupid fairly miss'd me. 

Then straightway, taking up his bow— 
His bow, aud weli-fill'd quiver; 
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* 

He challeng'd me the fight to try, 
Or else the kiss deliver. 

So, like Achilles, taking up — 
(Lest he should deem me stupid,) 

My breastplate, shield, and lance, I fell 
To fighting with Dan Cupid. 

He cast. — I fled. — His darts were out. — 
Then Cupid grew faint-hearted ; 

Into a dart himself he chang'd, 
And, headlong, at me darted. 

My pierc'd heart faints. The shield no more 
Defends me. Luckless minute ! 

Why should we strive, without the gate, 
When now the foe's within it ! 



ODE IX. 



Come, noblest of the Rhodian art, 

(The rosy art,) attend! 
And limn, for me, my absent love! 

Thy lovliest colors blend ! 

O, paint her, as I thee direct: 
Paint, first, her jetty hair, 

In glossy ringlets, silky soft, 
Throwing odours on the air, — 

If so thy wax be capable ! 
Above her rounded cheek., 
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And underneath those tresses, let 
The ivory forehead speak ! 

The eye-brows' intermediate space 

Disjoin not nor confound ; 
And let the eye-lash, dark and long, 

The lid's white margin bound ! 

And give her eye a glance of fire, 

The lightning's lambent flame, 
Mild as Minf.rva's, moist as that 

Of the Cyuierean Dame; 

A w II t'.irm'd nose — a varying cheek, 

\** .1 re milk and roses blend; 
Aiid pouring lips — (temptation strong!) 

That Love a challenge send! 

Beneath a chin, most delicate, 

Thy fairest tints apply; 
And, round her alabaster neck, 

Let all the Graces ily ! 

A robe, of palely purpled tint, 

Or lighter colour'd sheen, v 

Throw on: but show her pearly skin, 
The flowing folds between ! 

Enough 1 'tis she! I see her! life 

Is mantling in her cheek! 
Forbear, no more; or thou, O wax, N 

Wilt, animated, speak. 
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ODE X. 

O, Swallow, lovely bird, thou art 
Of spring the welcome guest; 

Thou buildest, harvest's harbinger, 
With us thy auuual nest. 

But, when rough Winter conies again, 
And fields no longer smile; 

Thou tliest to Memphis 9 warmer climes 
Or sunnier banks of Nile. 

Yet though thou thus from us depart : 
Though thus desert thy nest; 

His residence, more permanent, 
Love fixes in my breast. 

One Lovling scarcely 's fledg'd. One, yet, 
An eggling still remains; 

A third, from forth the broken shell, 
In chirping notes, complains. 

Now, from this callow brood of Loves, 
«?» Ascends a constant cry ; 

The elder Lovelings, tenderly, 
The younger's wants supply; 

And, when increas'd, in size and age, 
And grown — supplied with food — 

The tender task they undertake 
To nurse the chirping brood. 

What remedy remains for me? 

What cure? my sighing proves 
My efforts hopeless to expel 

So many, many, Loves. 
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ODE XL 

See/ as gentle spring appears, 
The Graces round them cast 

Roses; Ocean heaves no more, 
Lash'd by the billowy blast. 

Lo, the Swan her plumage trims, 

Upon the glassy tides; 
And high, in air, the journeying Stork, 

On fluttering pinions, rides. 

Old Titan's lamp shines ever bright, 
The shadowy clouds between ; 

And o'er earth's fair and budding face, 
The works of man are seen. 

Witlr*ripeninfir fruits the olive bends, 
The fragrant plants abound; 

And Lieus' overflowing bowl 
With rosy leaves is crown'd. 

And now, from off their verdant thrones, 
Each yielding blossom falls; 

And the usurping frui'age sits 
Within their leafy halls. 
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ODE XII. 

Amongst the roses, little Love 
Saw not the bee a sleeping; 

He grasp'd the flow'r — the sling he felt — 
Which set young Love a weeping. 

Then up he held his tiny hand : — 
The wounded finger smarted: — 

And running, flying, sore distress'd, 
To lovely Venus started. 

Oh mother! mother! help! he cried, 
I'm wounded! I am dying! 

A winged snake, they call a bee, 
Was in yon rose-bud lying. 

Ah, ha, my son , fair Venus cries, 
If thus you take a stinging, 

What, think you, they endure, at whom 
Your darts you're always flinging? 



ODE XIII. 



Upon the tree-tops, sipping dew, 
Green insect of the Spring, 

Your joyous notes, right royally, 
And sportively, you sing: — • 

For all is thine, by right divine, 
Whate'er the vintage yields; 

Of fruits what'er the woodlands bear; 
Whatejher greens the fields. 
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No injury dost thou. — Thy song 

The husbandman holds dear; 
To him the sweet forerunner of 

The spring time of the year. 

The muses bright in thee delight; 

Dan Phoebus loves thy note, 
And gives thy pipe, more richly ripe, . 

In silvery sounds to float. ** 

Lover of song/ tho' earth-born thou, 

Old age shall ne'er invade 
Thy happiness, nor mar thy joys, 

Within the leafy shade! 

Lover of song, thy strains prolong; 

At nought need'st thou repine; 
Thy lucid frame and notes proclaim 

Thy state almost divine! 



ODE XIV. 



Love an anguish'd pain endures. — 
Not to love is hard; — but, slighted, 

What, ah, what the anguish cures 
Of love that's unrequited? 

Cove can no distinction make. 

Who will wit or culture cherish? 
Woman's fancy nought can take 

But gold, so Love must perish. 
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Rather perish he, who first 

Plac'd his heart on golden token ! 

Hence fraternal bonds are burst; 
Hence paternal ties are broken. 

Hence war's tumults; hence the bruit 
Of ills, with w hich life's paths are printed*; 

And hence of love the generous suit 
Is thwarted, crost, and stinted. 



ODE XV. 



To me the wealth of Gyges fam'd, 

The Lydian King is nought; 
Nor golden lure beguiles my wish, 

Nor pomp of pow'r my thought: 
My only care, with unguents rare. 

My locks is to adorn; 
And, round my head, fresh roses spread, 

The roses of the morn. 

To day alone employ s my care. — * 

The morrow who has seen? 
As yet the hours glide mild and fair, 

In joyoys course serene. 
Then, whilst we may, let's pass the day, 

In sport and wine, before 
Pale D^aJ it shall come, in solemn gloom, 

To bid us sport no more. 
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ODE XVI. 

Some say, that Attys, demi-man, 
Upon the mountains wild, 

With shouts of woe, the Cyhele dread 
Of wit and sense despoil'd. 

And others, that, as on the banks 

Of Clams' fountain head, 
(To laurel-wearing Phoebus dear,) 

He drank, his senses fled. 

But I, with fragrant unguents smear 'd, 
And fill'd with love and wine, 

Will rage, will rage, as wild as he, 
With madness more divine. 



ODE XVII. 



With rosy chaplet's scented wreaths, 

That soft our temples twine, 
Let's, joyfully and jovially, 

Delight our souls with wine: 

For to the Lyre's entrancing notes, 
With flowery, budding spears, 

Fair moves the nymph the blithsome daucft, 
And leafy honours wears. 

The sofi-hair'd youth the concert joins; 
Melodious numbers roll, 

X2 
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As through the shepherd's pipe he pour* 
His song-impassion'd soul : 

Till Love, with golden tresses crown'd, 
And witching smiles is there; 

And Bacchus comes, the feast to grace, 
With Venus, Goddess fair. 

The feast, to seniors grateful e'er, 

The triple Godhead find ; 
Harmonious junction 1 Love and Wine,. 

With Beauty's charms combined ! 



ODE XVIII. 

Me, soft, with hyacynthine wand, 

As wearily I trod, 
Love, sportive, touch'd, the course to try, 

Enliv'ning with his rod. 

And as o'er rapid torrents, I, 
O'er banks and chasms, chas'd 

The antic boy i a snake, unseen, 
Impedes my anxious haste. 

My heart mounts high,with throbbing pains 

And, fainting, on the ground, 
I lie, whilst Death seems struggling thro' 

The anguish of the wound. 
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But Love my drooping soul reviv'd, 

With fanning pinions cur'd: 
By y°"» I see, says he, my pangs 

Could never be endur'd. 



ODE XX. 



As on my couch of purple sheen, 

At ease, supinely laid, 
I slept, with wine bedew'd, night's bright- 

Est visions round me play'd. 

Methought, I, with the lovely fair, 

Pursued the sportive chace; 
And to its highest bent had urg'd 

The contest of the race : 

WhiUt round me youths, with taunting scoffs, 

Sent clamors rough and rude ; 
With wine made bold, with envy pain'd, 

Thut I those cnarms pursued. 

But, when I sought to snatch a kiss, 

To ease my amorous pain; 
They vanished from my dreams, and, sad, 

I turn'd to sleep again. 
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ODE XXI. 

A waxen Love, for sale, one day, 
Willi Cupid's charms impress'd, 

A youngster bore; I, standing near, 
The vender, thus addrcss'd: 

How much, fair sir, is your demand? 

The image shall be mine. 
At what you please, (responded he, 

In Doric tone,) 'tis thine. 

Nathless, said he, mistake me not 

No image-maker, I; 
But, from a Love, that grasps at all, 

Indifferently, I fly. 

Give, then, O, give him then to me! 

This gold, for him, I give; 
My warm companion he shall be, 

And, in my bosom, live. 

But if, O Love, within my breast, 
Thy ardent flames aspire ; 

Then, thou, with megphalt feel the flame 
And liquefy in fire! 



ODE XXII. 



What wilt thou that I do to thee, 
Thou chattering swallow, say? 
, ^IThat wilt thou? Shall I sieze thy wings, 
■* : ' *.* ] And clip their plumes away % 
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Or wilt thou, as old Tereu3 did 

Of eld, I clip thy tongue, 
From out its warbling case, and spoil 

The music of thy song] 

For why wilt thou, with matin notes, 

Whilst Love my bosom warms, 
Disturb my dreams of bliss, to snatch 

Bythullus from my arms? 



ODE XXIIL 

You may Theban wonders praise ; 

And others loudly sing 
Phrygian battles, striking proud, 

The lofty sounding string. 

But to war and warlike bruit 



My muse denies the song; 
orse nor foot Jm re injur d 
Nor navies doflPme wrong. 



But a new and different foe 
Hath seiz'd me by surprise, 

AmbushM in my {£& oq$'s glance, 
Aud sallying fronx bkt eyes. 
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ODE XXIV. 

Vulcan, cease thy hostile toil ! 

Cease thy warlike care ! 
Nor, with embossments, richly wrought, 
Thy arms for me prepare ! 

What have I to do, with thee, 
Slaughtering war and butchery ! 

Rather make the flowing bowl : — 

On it let there shine 
Neither star nor chariot rare 
Nor Orion's envious sign ! 

What can all your signs to me 
Pleiades Or Bootes be! 

But, upon its ample sides, 

Let there, curling, tv ine, 
Clustering, rich in golden hue, 
The honors of the vine ! 

What is all the world to me 
Luscious grape compar'd to thee? 

Fair, amidst their^escent sheen, 

Be'Love and L^B plac'd ; 
And let them moreTnvinely glow, 
By sweet By thullus grac'd ! 

What care I for aught but glee, 
J'^ES 8WL^ me an ^ Revelry? 





...» 



■* 
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ODE XXV. 

The beauteous goblet of the spring, 

O, artist frame for me ! 
And let the love-producing hours - 

Fair sculptur'd on it be! 

Make me, O, make the silvery bowl, 

The joyous cup, with care; 
But that its smiling convex show 

No double theme beware! 

And let no foreign symbols, rough, 

Appear of mystic rite ; 
Nor fabled story, wild and rude, 

Detestable to sight! 

But, rather, midst its flowery wreaths, 

Let Jove's fair offspring shine, 
The rosy Bacchus, ruby-red, 

Bright father of the vine ! 

Of nuptial mysteries the Queen, 

Let Venus too be there, 
And dancing light^with H\ men's choirs, 

In blithsome n^H, appear! 







Oh, frame me, in tin* sculptur'd sheen, 
Young Love, unarra?d and gay ; 

And, under the so ft flustering vine, 
Let smiling GraAei^fM^^* 

And joir. to these a grqptfcl bawd *" ~ 

Of youths of modest-tfi^wi 
But let not Phoebus, ffoldejl God, 
Amidst their sports, be seen! 
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ODE XXVI. 

Of darksome shower 9 the arid Earth 
Drinks deep ; the thirsty trees, 

From her imbibe nutricious sweets; 
The sea imbibes the breeze; 

The sun the sea; the moon, the sun: 
Why flout ye me? I'm thinking, 

All nature drinks. And so, my friends, 
I've precedents for drinking! 



ODE XXVII. 

A stone, upon the Phrygian hills, 

Tantalus 9 daughter stood; 
And Pandion's offspring chas'd, in air, 

Their niates^fcwaJlow brood. 



'# 



But I a mirror Tg'ish to be, 

Reflecting. B&ck, go rare, 
Thy heaven^ chat ms ; or vestment rich, 

Which thou might's t deign to wear. 



'4 



Hg^-j,. *Or,.I the w«tery lymph would be, 
That thou niight'st lave therein* 
Qrfragraut unguent, to anoint 
Thine alabaster skin. 
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Or, I a braeelet would become ; 

Or necklace, if you'd don it ; 
Or e'en a sandal, for thy foot, 

If thou would'st tread upon it 



ODE XXVIII. 



Give me, oh, give ye fair, the wine, 

That I may drink my fill: 
For, though, by potent draughts, inspir'd, 

My soul is thirsty still! 

Give me, oh, give, those flowery wreaths, 

To deck my flowing hair: 
For the wild heat my temples feel 

Hath wither'd those I wear! 

But, oh, the flames my heart's wild throbs, 
From Love's bright torch endure! [cool; 

What, oh, what draughts their warmth shall 
What wreaths th^fibiguish cure? 



lraugnu 

w 



ODE XJtltk. 



Sit thou, O sit, Bythullus dear, 
Beneath this leafy shade ! { 

See how it spreads its floreant boudps* 
In rustling bloom array 'd! 
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And, near its soft, umbrageous, screen, 

The rippling rill invites 
The soul, with murmuring whisperings mild 

To blandly calm delights ! 

Ah, who, unmov'd, such scenes can view? 

Untouch'd, to pause deny 
.On joys like these, bright Nature 9 s joys, 

Or coldly pass them by? 



. J. M- 



ODE XXX. 




Could hoards of lucre life prolong 

To mortal man, I'd strive, 
With eager zeal, the pile to raise, 

By which I hop'd to live : 

That when the ghastly monster came, 
To stop my labouring breath, 

His bribe he migdgfceceive ; and I 
Might bid adil^V Death. 

But sinjie to man the fates permit 
No ffi|fht from death or pain ; 

Ah. why, in vain, send forth our groans? 
Ah why lam eft, in vain? 

TPor ao, to die to all's decreed, 
9ay how can gold befriend? 
en be it mine, with sport and wine, 
n he rosy hou rs to spend. 



*. 
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3r, on the green-sward bank, f 
The soft and blushing fair! 



ODE XXXI. 

Since I am born of mortal race, 
And doom'd life's paths to roam) 

And since the past I've seen and known, 
But know not what's to come; 

O, leave me, then, ye anxious cares, 

That mortal bliss destroy ! 
For what have I to do with you, 

Imbittering all my joy ! 

Then e'er Death comes, my mirth to spoil, 
I'll sport and dance and sing; 

With beauteous Lieua', laughing, gay; 
Since Time is on the wing. 



5 
ODE XXXII. 

in, when the rosy wine I quaff, 
Red- sparkling on the eye; 

Po sleep the cures of life are hush 1 
And, in soft slumbers, lie. 



* 
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To me, ah, what are grief and toil 1 

What, worldly wishes say? 
Had they uiy soul possessed, long since, 

I had been worn away. 

life's paths to blind, why seek we thus? 

Why seek our steps to stray 
From bliss? Care, rather, drown, in wine, 

Bright wine, of ruby ray ! 

The bounteous juice, that Lie us yields, 

In joy our souls shall steep; 
Aqd Toil to rest, becalm'd, shall sink, 

And Care shall sink to sleep. 



ODE XXXIII. 

When the soft grape's enlivening juice 

Hath seiz'd upon my soul, 
To sleep are hush'd the cares of life 

And, passive, in Jfc bowl. 

The wealth of Croesus mine appears, 
(The fiir-fam'd Lydian King,) 

And, win) the mirthful spell inspir'd, 
I make the Tallies ring. 

Upon the earth, supinely laid, 
With iyy chaplets crown'd, 
turf, with antic feet, I beat 
id make the air resound. 




A- 
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Then gird thyself, O, boy, and serve 

The wine; for I will drink, 
Till, on the greensward's flowery couch, 

In blissful glee, I sink. 

I'm wiser much, and happier far, * 

In Bacchus' livery laid, 
Than tho', in doleful vestments clad, 

For death's dull mansion made. 



ODE XXXIV. 



When that same wight, the son of Jove, 
(The mind's release from care,) 

Wine yielding Lieus, seizes me, 
I straight for dance prepare. 

With what delight the juice I quaff, 
The sparkling joys of wine, 

Dear lover of the luscious fruit 
That decks the purple vine! 

V 

With lively jokes, with merry songs, 

The hours pass on amain; 
Till Beauty round me throws her lure, 

And I must dance again. 



Y2 
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ODE XXXV. 

The Muses once, in sportive mood, 
Their rosy chains were winding, 

And Love, for Beauty's captive thrall, 
In flowery fetters binding: 

When Venus, with a ransom, came, 
And, tearfully, besought them 

The lovely boy, from bonds, to free, 
And take the gifts she brought them. 

But, though releas'd, (from fetters loose,) 

So well he conn'd his duty, 
Love sought not to depart; butbow'd^^jp 

A willing slave to Beauty. 



ODE XXXVI. 



Paint me my Bythullus thus ! 

Paint my friend, as I shall show thee! 
Let his locks be dark;*beneatb, 

But fring'd, above, with tints of glory, 
BurnishM with the solar ray. 

Loosely floating on the breezes, 
Leave ejach tress unbound, to play 

And curl, «rt will, as nature pleases. 

^XJrown his tender, dewy, front 
& With a curving brow of brightness: 
T -dLf»™ glance of fire be blent 



« 
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With chasten'd rays of beamy lightness, 
One from warlike Mars pourtray'd, 

One from Venus, fair, delighting; 
This, approach forbidding, high, 

And this, in hope, advance inviting. 

On his rosy cheek, O, make 

The softening down the peach discloses; 
Modesty's deep blush imbued 

With mantling tints of blooming roses. 
His lip — his lip — I scarcely know 

With what bright hues thy art shall dress it- 
Soft — blandly soft — and swelling ripe — 

And challenging our own to press it! 

iriftort, O, let each nameless grace, 

From forth his face, with beauty teeming; 
Bright, on thy wax imprinted be, 

Impressively, in silence, beaming! 
And those looks should wear the smile 

That decks Adonis' mouth of rareness; 
To bloom, in grace, divinely sweet, 

Above a neck of ivory fairness. 

Like Maia's son's his breast — his hands ; 

His limbs like Castor's brother's shining? 
But, round them, Jet your drapery flow, 

With decent plaits and modest twining! 
I would the Artist's wond'rous skill 

Could likewise paint his back! The stinting 
Invidious is! The wax would glow 

With nobler hues, of brighter tinting* 

His feet — his lovely feet ! — but why 

Need I describe them? Artist, fairly yk 
Thy task thou hast fulfill'd ! Theiitaljfl^* J 



# 
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Thine own demand ! Deserv'd so rarely! 
From bright Apollo's charms we've drawn, 

To deck Bythullus. — I confess it. 
But, when Apollo's form you paint, 

O, with Bythullus' beauties, dress it ! 



ODE XXXVII. 

Permit me, by the Gods I pray, 

To drink, to drink my fill ! 
The ruby bowl shall warm my softf 

I will be mad, I will! 

Alcmeon and Orestes rav'd, 
( White sandal'd, sons of pain,) 

When vex'd and sad, and worse than ma<J, 
They wept their mother slain. 

But I have slain nor friend nor foe ; 

Nor have I wish to kill : 
Yet, with the soul enliv'ning bowl« 

I will be mad, I will. .^ 

Great Hercules, in fierceness, rag'd, 

When he away had borne 
The quivery weight, and bow, elate, 

lphiteus erst had worn. 



And Ajax rav'd, in pride of heart, 
With scornful boastings roar'd, 

As, from the field, great Hector's shield 
He bore, with Hector's sword. 



* 
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But, in my hands, no bloodstain 'd spoils, 

Nor, on my locks, 1 bear ; 
Nor sword, nor shield, in battle won, 

Nor wreaths to grace my hair: 

But chaplets fair shall grace that hair, 

The bowl my hand shall fill : 
Its sweet control shall warm my soul: 

I will be mad, I will ! 



u ODE XXXVIII. 

If every budding leaf, thy skill, 

Of every tree could tell ; 
And all the surging billowy waves 

That, proud, the ocean swell; 

Then thou shouldst be my registry, 

My golden nomenclator; 
The number of my loves to count, 

A skillful calculator! 

At Athens, thou might'st count a score,— 

With fifteen more beside; — 
At Corinth, count whole lots of loves, — 

Where lovliest forms reside. 

From Lesbos to the Aonian Isles, 
(Both Rhodes and Caria counting,) 

You'd find my loves to swell your lwt, \ 
(To thousands twice amounting;) 



4'V 
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What say'st thou? has thy roll no endt 

What, yet another flame? 
Assur'dly ! You have yet to count ! 

Forget not 8cyros' name ! 

Nor Canopus', that holds not all; 

Nor Crete's, throughout whose citiei, 
Love, laughing, celebrates his rites 

And chants his amorous ditties ! 

Wtiat? wilt thou that I number yet, 

(As loath to leave behind,) 
The charmers of the Bactrian soil, 

Gades or Orient Ind? 

Yes ! count them all : while o'er illy Lyre, 
Their praises, warbling, roll, 

Of beauty, rare beyond compare, 
Fair dwellers of my soul ! 



*. ODE XXXIX. 

Mat, fly me not, because my Iotob 
Are silver'd o'<# with cares ! 

Way, fly me not, because thy cheek 
Youth's lovliest radiance wears ! 

For, see, amidst the roseate buds, 
In beauteous chaplets wed, 

How the fair lilies, on their bloom., 
A richer lustre shed! 



i » 
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ODE XL. 



This bull, divinely form'd, O, boy! 

Great Jove, to me, appears; 
For," on his glossy back, a fair 

Sidonian nymph he bears ! 

And, see, how oter the wave's high swell, 

With eyes of flashing pride, 
The labouring surge his broad chest stems, 

And parting "hoofs divide! 

Sure, scarcely, from the bellowing herd, 

Another couldst thou find, 
Like this, to tempt the threat'ning storm, 

And breast the wave and wind ! 



ODE XLI. 



The quirks of law why dost thou teach? 

Or Rhetorician's rules? 
Wfeat is their babbling strife to me, 

The jargon of the schools? 

Teach me, O, rather how to quaff 

From Bacchus' goblet rare; 
Or, rather, teach me how to sport 

With Venus, golden fair! 

The locks that deck my brow are hoar — 
Give water boy ! my soui— 



* 
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Pour out the wine! — shall wisdonflEarn 

From the red sparkling bowl. • 

. What? shall an envious covering shroud 
- \.tf< Our life? Is not life short? . ^ 

Nav give us all our need requiript** • 

The dead have need of nought. 



r 



ODE XLli. 



Truly, I am growing old, 

But younger men I'm thinking, 

I, as yet, can overcome 

And beat them all at drinking. 

When the jovial dance my step, 
To sprightly measures, traces, 

For a sceptre, sparkling high, 
My hand the goblet graces. 

Cudgels are of no avail, 

Yet he who wills to slight me, 

Let him, manfully stand forth 
And boldly dare to tight me. j 

Bring the cup, O, boy ! (the bowl, 
With honied pleasures bringing,) 

O'er my rapture beating heart, 
Its heavenly transports flinging! 

Truly, I am growing old: 
But, like Silenus, sprightly, 

Midst the festive choirs, 1 will 
Both featly danoe and lightly. 



*. 
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ODE XLIII. % 



*. 



Oh, when I drink wine, * ..jj* 

With joy my heart bound etb; > 

And the praise of the Muse, 
From the Lyre, softly soundeth. 

Oh, when I drink wine, 
To the wind-beaten Ocean 

I fling every care, 
Every augry_ commotion: 

For, when I drink wine. 
Bacchus joviously mellows 
And crowns me the King 
And the Prince of good fellows. 

Oh, when I drink wine, 
With wreaths my head crowning, 

Life's delights I confess, 
Whilst its cares I am drowning. 

Oh, when I drink wine, 
With sweet unguents scented, 

The soft fair I detain, 
With my courtship contented : 

For, when I drink wine, 
Bacchus joviouslly mellows 
f And crowns me the King 

And the Prince of good fellows; 

Oh, when I drink wine, 
With its tongue-loos'ning quaffing, 

With my friends I converse, 
Freely joking and laughing. 

Oh, when I drink wine, 
This I gain — and receive it — 



;-.**** 
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Yet when I drink wSe. 



g^™^. Death is commoftto all 
-* A* te me : I believe it : 



* 



*t|g Bacchus jovially mellows, A 

™ - And crowns me the Ring • ]i 

And the Prince of good fellows* 



ODE XLIV. 



The choirs of Bacchus, sportive God, 

With soft delights inspire ; 
Or, with a boon and youthful friend, 

To strike the sounding Lyre. 

But, best, with hyacynthine wreaths, 

Rich, circling round rny head, 
With youthful nymphs, of beauteous mien, 

The dance I love to tread. 

My heart is, by no jealous fears « 

Or canker'd envy, wrung: 
The incens'd lover's taunts I flee. 

Light arrows of the tongue : 

And, o'er our ruby-tinted wine, 

The angry words that rise 
The social feelings of my breast, 

Indignantly, despise. 

With youthful maids, whose opening bloom 
And budding charms inspire, 



?.■■&■ ■ t 
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The meajur'd tnaze I love to tre 
ti^. Soft^jjfcwing to my Lyre. 

Whilst thus the transient day I pasWIJ 
And while away the hour% / . 

My life is ogQgrn'd, I must confess, 
By Pleaa«3w3i4ovliest flow'rs. 



:.•■■'< '^Z-'^ «-" 
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ODE XLVI. 



In dreams of night, I seem'd, aloft, 

On Fancy's wings, to soar, 
Whilst Love pursued; tho' round his feet, 

He leaden fetters wore. 

And thus my listening ear the boy 

Reproachfully addrest: 
Ah, why consume thy hours in sloth? 

Why thus indulge in rest? 

In many a love, I truly deem, 

I have been caught, or fell 
In others heedless ; but, in this., 

I'm bound, as in a spell. . 



ODE XL VII. 



Give me, Q, give old Homer's Lyre, 



Without its sanguin'd string! 



I v. * 
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The laws, that rule the geniidboard, 
Together with it, bring \r*f% 

Bring them, O, bring! I'll mix their rules 
With wine's more potent pow'rs; 

And, with a joy they ever yield, 
Light, dancing, pass the hours. 

With temper'd rage, with chasten 'd lay, 
I'll touch the Lyre's soft string; 

And, with a clear and mellow voice, 
Mellifluous warblings sing. 



*■* 



ODE XLVIII. 

Fair Venus' lord had made, one day, 
Some darts of shiniug brightness, 

At Lemnian forges wrought, with skill, 
For Love, of polish'd lightness : 

When Venus, taking, one by one, 
With honey tipp'd their pointing; 

But Cupid mix'd lhat sweet with gall, 
Again their heads anointing. 

Now Mars, who from the slaughter came, 

His sturdy javelin shaking, 
Derided Cupid's puny darts, 

Of light and weightless making. 

Oh, ho! says Cupid, nevertheless, 
This dart has weight — believe me! 
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Here ! try it ! You will find it so — 
Unless my thoughts deceive me. 

Mars took the dart. — Fair Venus smil'd* 
Mars groan'd; nor could refrain it: 

Gadzooks ! 'tis heavy! — take it ! Zounds! 
Says Cupid, nay! retain it ! 



ODE XLXIX. 



Come, Artist of the Rhodian school, 

The Lyric muse attend! 
Whilst laughter-loving Bacchanals 

Their notes around us blend ! 

O, paint me, first those realms of joy 

Where, jovial glee resides ; 
Those cities fair, where, uncontroll'd, 

Unfetter'd, Love abides ! 

Nay, more, if so thy mimic wax 

Can paint them, O, disclose, 
Describe those rites which Hymen, there, 

On wedded love bestows! 



Z2 
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ODE LI. 

Oh, when the youthful choirs I view, 
With warmth again my temples glow; 

As they the blithsome dance prolong 
With younger zest my pulses flow : 

With sprightly step, I join the throng 
And, wing'd, I vault, in sportive glee ; 

Tho' age my brow hath silver'd long, 
The dance hath made a youth of me. 

O, bid Cubeba wait for me! 

O give me roses ! bind my hair ! 
O, bid Cubeba wait for me! 

My locks I'll crown with chaplets rare! 

Old age begone! I'm young again ; 

I'll dance, amidst the youthful choir : 
Bring me the fruit that Bacchus loves: 

A livlier mood it shall inspire! 

Oh they shall see the old man sport : 
The old man's vigor they shall see ! 

Shall see him dance, and hear him sing, 
With no uncourtly air and glee! 



ODE LII. 



The horsemen, on their glittering thighs, 
Their flaming ensigns wear, 

Which glancing, burnish'd, to the sun, 
Throw splendor on the air. 
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The Parthians easily you know, 
For round their tresses, spreads 

The beauteous turban, which adorns 
And decks their warlike heads. 

So when I see a lover t — straight 

I know him, — for his face 
A certain leanness wears, — a sign 

That indicates his case* 



ODE LIII. 

Whilst Spring, in nascent bloom, appears, 

(The garland bearing spring,) 
The timely rose, its fairest flower, 

My sounding Lyre shall sing. 

Assist my song, oh, friend belov'd, 

A charming theme is ours; 
Whilst to the murmuring, wavy strings, 

I sing the Queen of flowers! 

Her bloom the Gods, delighted view; 

Man's zest, divinely fair; 
The richest trophy of the field, 

Her sportive Graces wear: 

Whilst, in the temples of the Loves, 
With choicest chuplets crown'd, 

Their graceful steps, in circling maze, 
To dulcet measures bound. 
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The recreation of the breast 
Of Venus she: How warms' 

The Poet's soul her praise to sing 
And wanton in her charms ! 

* 

Acceptable the -muses deem 

The flower. To him, who treads ' 

The thorny paths, how rich she glows ! 
What scented sweets she sheds! 

To him, who, in his tender hands, 
The lovely blossom shields, 

What sweet delights, ambrosial sweet, 
The fragrant floweret yields ! 

So, to the wise, these flowers of song, 

In fancy's magic drest, 
With keener relish crown the feast, 

And add a richer zest. 

Or, round the jovial banquet board, 
Where mirth with wit unites 

To charm the soul ; or at the fanes 
Of Bacchus' festal rites. 

What could we do without the rose? 

The Bard hath e'er array 'd 
The morn, with rosy fingers, bright; 

On rosy couches laid, 

The lovely nymphs, reclining, sung; 

And Venus e'er hath been, 
By amorous Poets, ever grae'd 

With rosy-tinted skin. 

Around the sick, its odorous sweets 
A grateful iufluence shed, 
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Exhaling balm, delightful : nay 
'Tis grateful round the dead. 

Even Time, o'ercome, shall yield her praise, 

An emblem fair of truth, 
Her gracious age retaining still 
** The vigorous scent (M youth. 

Her origin, then, let us sing, 

What time the Ocean gav« 
The rose-besprinkled Venus first 

From forth its spumy wave : 

When, from his high Olympian throne, 

Great Jove produc'd to light 
Minerva, war- compelling maid, 

In hostile garments dight: 

■ 

When, first, with crescent flow'rets deck'd ; , 
With fragrance, bloom 'd the earth, 

Then, admirably wrought, her pride, 
The lovely rose, had birth. 

The Gods, assembled, view'd the flower, 

Delighted, as it sprung 
From forth the soil; and, o'er its buds, 

A nectar'd sprinkling flung, 

Which caus'd the beauteous flow'r to spread, 

(By Bacchus claim'd) in light, 
Magnificently, o'er its thorn,. 

In tints snpernly bright. 



** 
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ODE LIV. 

He that would paint the stormy deep, 

With artisl-skill divine, 
And, o'er the discus, sculptur'd, make 

The wavy Ocean shine ; 

Or, on its undulating swell, % 

Fair, rising from its tide, 
Soft Cytherea's charms express, 

In beauty's lovliest pride ; 

The lofty theme his soul would fire, 
With thoughts of purer flame, 

And to the fount his spirit raise, 
From which it primal came. 

Her glowing charms his magic art 

Should, faultles fair, reveal, 
Save those the waves, with rippling veil, 

Should modestly conceal: 

And, gliding o'er the foamy surge, 

Her form of ivory white 
Should make the tranquil fluid draw, 

To touch her with delight. 

Her rosy breasts, beneath a chin 
' " Which sculpture might deride, 
Tbe amorous surf should meet, and, round 
Her beauteous form divide. 

Between the furrowed waves, that, mild, 

EncoinpaHs'd her around, 
Fair, as the lily, should she shine, 

Which violet wreaths have bound : 
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And, o'er the ocean's silver tide, 

Should, sportingly, appear 
Love and Himerus, laughing Gods, 

Whom leaping dolphins bear: 

While circling round*£he scaly choirs, 

Rejoicing in her eyes?. 
Spouting,, should throw ther streamy joys, j^T 

Wher'er she smiling flies. . . 

i 



THE FRAGMENTS OF SAPPHO. 

ODE I. 

Many thronM, deathless, Goddess, .4 ph rod it a, 
Daughter of Jove, in vviks expert, I pray thee, 
Me nor with ills nor sorrow's cankering sadness, 

• Reverenc'd, to burthen! 

But, hither, fav'ring, if thou wilt, propitious, % 

Come! And my voice, (oft heard bv thee,) O blandly, 
List! Thy great Father's seats of golden glory 

Leaving, O come thou. 

Bright, in thy harness'd chariot; whilst thy rifiVQws, 
Lively and fleet, wuh wings of shadowy lightwjtf, 
-From heav'n's high arch, with quick and rapitf flutter- 
ing,] Thro' mid-sky, waft thee! 

Boon they depart. But, Oh, do thou, serenely 
Smiling, with look immortal, kindly tarry, 
Whate'ex I sutler or frortnkhatsoever 



i 



•»■ 



U 



Cause I invok'd thee/ +:$ 
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What for the ragings of the mind, thou asked'st, 
Do&it thou desire? what youth by thy allurements 
Soft to entice? or in thy nets to entangle? 

Who wrongs thee Sappho? 

He, that doth fly thee, quickly shall pursue thee: 
He, that from gifts turns, quickly shall present them: 
|ie, that thy love slights, quickly shall adore thee, 

Bound to do thy bidding. 

Come, then, O Goddess, from my burthen 'd bosom, 
Bounteous, expel this load of grief, and, blandly, 
Whate'er my mind desires, perfect, and, o'er me, 

Hover benignly. 



ODE II. 
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Blest as the Gods, that youth to me, 

Who sits beside thee seems to be, 

And hears thee blandly speak, the while, 

And views the magic of thy smile. 

'Tvvas that my soul in tumults tost; 

For while I gaz'd my voice was lost 

My tongue was mute ; a subtile flame, 

A burning blush spread o'er my frame; 

My vision fail 'd; my tingling ear 

Could nought but nameless murmurings hear; 

Cold trickling drops my flesh bedew'd; 

A trembling seiz'd me as I stood; 

And, pale as Do »th, I, fainting, lay, 

And, sinking, se< <i'd to die away. 

THE Eto. 
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